
This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized  
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the  
information in books and make it universally accessible.

http://books.google.com

https://books.google.com/books?id=FfVEAQAAMAAJ


-

|
|

|
|
|
-
|
|
|
|

 





wa. 1,2 & 7/2.

Szwa Ya K-645





THE LITTLE LADY OF THE

HALL





The Little Lady of

The Hall

BY

NORA RYEMAN

“Be not forgetful to entertain strangers, for thereby some

have entertained angels unawares.”

NEw Yoak, CINCINNATI, CHICAGo

BENZIGER BROTHERS

PUBLISHERs of BENZIGER's MAGAZINE

1915



CoPYRIGHT, 1915, BY BENZIGER BROTHERs



CONTENTS

CHAPTER I

FAN AND HER MoTHER

CHAPTER II

THE REEDSMAN

CHAPTER III

THE LITTLE LONE CHURCH

CHAPTER IV

CRoss RoADs CoTTAGE .

CHAPTER V

AUNT DUCIE

CHAPTER VI

THE WIND IN THE CHIMNEY .

CHAPTER VII

THE RAINBow .

CHAPTER VIII

EACH BIRD ITs Own NEST .

CHAPTER IX

CARRIED Away CAPTIVE

CHAPTER X.

A FEw LAST WORDs

PAGE

20

26

39

48

69

87

93

... 101

. 117

5





THE LITTLE LADY OF

THE HALL

CHAPTER I

FAN AND HER. MOTHER

T WAS market-day at Fenton Up

ham in the days when Victoria was

still a bonnie young queen, and

the stalls in the open street were full of

fruit, vegetables, and poultry. Rosy

cheeked apples laid next luscious purple

plums, fat ducks near yellow butter.

Behind the long rows of canvas-covered

stalls sat the stall-keepers, and though

they had a keen eye for business, they no

ticed what went on in Mere Street, all

the same; and so it chanced that they saw

two “furriners,” as they called them, walk

side by side past the silvery broad, in

which children had seen their own images
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8 Fan and Her Mother

when Crusaders went to Palestine from

the small East Anglian town.

The two “furriners” were a woman and

a little girl, between eight and nine, who

were apparently mother and daughter.

The mother had the soft, dark eyes of the

sunny South, and the child, who was

dressed like Red Riding-Hood, had the

same. Both had come from far away.

As they went by the dainty stalls, the

child in the cherry-colored hood and cloak

eyed them wistfully, and then she stared

earnestly at the cream-tinted houses.

“Maman,” she said wistfully, “will the

grand house be as warm and pretty as

these?”

“Yes, little one; yes, better.”

“And, Maman, they'll let us stay, won’t

they? They won’t shake their heads, and

say, ‘Furriners are best in a furrin land,”

like the cross woman at Caulaur, will

they?”

The fair woman called “Mother”
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sighed, because she had had a hard lot of

late, and felt lonely and lost in England,

but she wanted to cheer the little one all

the same, and said: “Darley, if the gen

tleman Papa wrote to is still living we

may be together at Thurn, or at any rate,

he'll keep you, and I can be near some

where.”

The child's lips quivered. “Maman, I

don’t want even the beautiful house with

out you, and—and—the gentleman would

be sure to want you, too, wouldn't he?”

Fan's mother looked lovingly down on

her and smiled; then she said: “Listen, lit

tle one. Once on a time a brown sparrow

was told by Lord Heron to take her spar

rowling to visit the peacocks.

“‘Dear me, my lord,” said Mrs. Spar

row, “I haven’t a proper outfit for the

birdie. It's only got one brown feather

robe, as I have. Hadn’t it better stay at

home with me, here in the heart of the old

oak tree, where no one, from Phil, the
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plowboy, to the wee white moth, expects

us to be finer and grander than we are?”

“‘Not so,” said the heron. “Go and call

on the peacock on the palace terrace.”

“So Mrs. Sparrow and the sparrowling

went to the king's great house, and found

the peacock sunning himself in the sun.

“He spread out his fan-like tail, and

screamed; then said: ‘Why didn’t you

come to the palace in better robes? You

might have had a crimson touch like the

red-breast at least, or even been pure

white, like the white owl, if you couldn’t

have golden dresses like the canary.’

“‘My Lord Peacock, answered the

sparrow mother, ‘we are as the good God

made us, and we must be content.”

“Then the peacock turned to the pea

hen. “What shall we do?’ he asked. ‘Lord

Heron has introduced these sparrows—

wishes them to live in his majesty's

palace! As you, Mrs. Peahen, can see,

Mrs. Sparrow is quite unfit. She hops
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about like—well, like a sparrow; she can’t

sing, only go ‘chip! chip! chip!’ and her

ways are as plain as herself.”

“‘Then, said the peahen, we will ask

the sparrowling to stay here. In time to

come, its plumage may be as rich as a

pheasant's, or it may even sing like the

nightingale. Mrs. Sparrow can find a

home in a hedge, and now and again see

her sparrowling. That is all we can do.”

“Then the sparrowling spoke, said it

would go with its mother; would rather

fly about in search of crumbs than fare

daintily without her; but Mrs. Sparrow

knew how the wintry winds would blow

here, the snow and the floods come,

and she flew away over the hills, and left

her sparrowling on the terrace of the

king's palace.”

“Is that all, Maman?” asked Fan.

“Why, yes, child.”

“Hasn’t it an ending?”

“That's the ending.”
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A tiny frown came on Fan's white face.

“I don’t like it. I’ll have my own. This

is it:

“When the sparrowling found itself all

alone with the peacocks, it couldn’t chirp,

it scarcely cared to pick up bits of cake;

and one day the wind, as it played in the

pines, said: “Fly away, birdie, fly away

home.’ So it spread its wings, and flew

to the old nest.” -

Fan's mother was silent. She had lived

more years on God’s earth than Fan, and

knew that some children had scant food,

and thin raiment, trembled before fireless

grates, and never even looked for Santa

Claus at Christmas.

Now I must tell you about Fan's dear

dead father, the padre who had loved her

so deeply, so dearly. He was an English

artist, a landscape painter, named God

frey Thurn, and when wandering through

Italy he met and married the beautiful



Fan and Her Mother I3

Agnes Cassera, an orphan girl, with a

poor purse and a beautiful soul.

Francesca Agnella, their only child,

had been born in a farmhouse on the

Maremna, which the sweet and gentle

St. Francis so dearly loved, and had been

tenderly educated by both parents.

She had learned to see beauty in the

changes of the sky, in the springing up of

the grass, had grown to look on birds and

lambs and dogs as friends. She had a

sweet, clear voice of her own, and her

mother had taught her the songs of the

country, as well as how to sew and be use

ful in many simple ways.

She loved pictures, too, especially one

called “Sailing Home,” by an unknown

artist, of which her Dadda had made a

copy. Fan used to stand before it and

listen to her mother telling how the angel

boatman took all his company safe across

the ferry to the “haven where they would

be.” The child’s life was like a game at
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see-saw; now up, now down, according to

the dear Dadda's work.

When he had a commission to copy

some old painting it was a gala time, and

Thurn the painter was a lucky man. Fan

used to stand near at these times and do

various small offices. When he wanted

his palette washed she was there to wash

it; she was his brush-washer, and, as he

truly said, “his little magpie.”

One sunny day the little family found

themselves in St. Francis' own beloved

Assisi, where the artist had come to paint

a view, for which he had a commission.

The child never forgot that day. Hand in

hand the two went into the saint's garden,

and the guardian presented Fan with one

of the wondrous red-and-white roses

from it. -

Then they returned to the hotel, and in

the middle of the night Mr. Thurn was

taken ill. All next day Fan and her



Fan and Her Mother 15

mother kept watch beside his bed, and did

as the doctor ordered.

After a time a padre came—a kindly,

paternal man, who spoke English—and

when he left the sickroom Fan, who was

sitting at the top of the stairs, went to

him and said, “Father, is the boat com

ing?”

“The what, my little one? Art well?”

and a kind hand felt her pulse.

“Please, I’m not sick—only—only very,

very sorry! If the boat is coming, I’d like

to go in it, too. I wonder if God would

tell the angel to take me if I prayed hard

—hard?”

“I can not comprehend, my child! Of

what art thou speaking?”

Fan told him about the picture, and

Padre Angelo said gently. “Becomforted,

my little one. There will be a fleet of

boats, and one day one will come for thee

and me, and take us to all we love if only

we are patient.”
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The servant of God stroked the curly

head and descended the stairs, breathing

a silent prayer, and the child went back

to the sickroom.

Night came, and her mother took her

to her bed and whispered: “Try to sleep,

dear Fan, for Maman’s sake!” and after a

time the tired eyelids closed over the soft

eyes, and Fan slept.

She was awakened by a kiss on her lips

and a tear on her cheek. It was early

morning—a summer morn in Italy; the

birds were already singing, and the sky

was very blue.

Beside Fan stood her mother, with a

strange look in her dark eyes—the look of

one who sees yet does not see—and she

told the child to slip into her frock and

slippers and come with her.

Fan did as she was bidden, then went

with mother to father, who was lying as

if asleep with a face as white as a lamb's
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fleece, and as they stood by he said, as if

to himself:

“Oh, good Shepherd, take me on Thy

shoulders and carry me safely home.”

All at once he opened his eyes and saw

Fan: “Climb in the bed, dear,” he said,

“and listen to Dadda.”

Fan laid her cheek next the thin, brown

hand, and kissed it.

“I’m going in the boat soon—now,”

said Mr. Thurn, “and when I’ve sailed

away you must love Maman double! You

must say to yourself “I’ll make up to

Maman for Dadda not being here!”

The child forced back her tears, and

said “Yes, Dadda!”

“Kiss me!” whispered the dying artist,

and Fan kissed him, with a heart full of

love, awe, and pity; then the aged padre

came into the room and the child was taken

away, and soon afterward the kind padre

told her that Dadda had gone in the boat.

When she was alone in the world with
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Maman they stayed for a time at the hotel,

whose landlord and landlady were very

kind to them. Mrs. Thurn (who was

weak and ailing) darned the napery and

helped the Signora with her sewing.

Fan fed the chicks, polished the glass

and silver, weeded the garden, and

watered the flowers. She rather liked

her life in the old Italian hostelry, with

its sunshine and its quietness, and was

sorry when her mother said to her one day:

“Little one, we must go to your father's

country and give a letter he has left to his

uncle at Thurn Hall.”

“Can’t we stay here, Maman? We're

happy, aren’t we?”

“Yes. But we must do as Dadda

wished. So we will go.”

So it came to pass that one autumn

morning the widow Thurn and her

daughter left the hotel and voyaged to

England.

“If the grand gentleman over there
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looks coolly on you and the little one, come

back here again,” were the kind hostess’

parting words, and she added, “Your

places will be ready for you, as well as the

cups and platters.”

Agnes Thurn recalled these parting

words as she and Fan went through the

long country lanes and over wild heaths

or commons on their way to Thurn Hall,

with her last five pounds and her dead

husband's letter, addressed to “Henry

Thurn, Esq.,” in her pocket.



CHAPTER II

THE REEDSMAN

FTER a time, the wayfarers grew

tired and hungry, and when they

came to Westerham Water, and

saw a flaxen-haired lad leaning on a gar

den gate, eating bread and milk, Fan said,

“Mother, wouldn’t it be nice if we had

two basins of bread and milk?”

Mrs. Thurn went up to the boy and

said in good English (spoken with a for

eign accent): “My good boy, could you

sell me some bread and milk, like yours?”

Tim Grigg, the reedsman’s son, gen

erally styled “Little Grigg,” just stared

at the “furriners,” and told them to wait.

Then he ran into the cottage, which was

exactly like a big, thatched beehive, and

brought out a pale, thin woman, in a

skimp lilac cotton dress.

20
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“This is mawther,” said “Little Grigg.”

“Yew want bread an’ milk, like sonnie,

dew yer?” asked “mawther.”

“Please, Signora—I mean Ma'am,” re

plied Fan's mother, and then she added,

“We have walked a long distance, and my

daughter here is hungry as I am. If you

would let us come inside and have food

and rest we'd be grateful—and we could

pay. See!”

She opened her purse and showed a

florin.

“Well, yew can come in, and Griggs

he'll goo for some milk,” said the woman.

“There's only my 'usban’ a-plattin’

rushes.”

Fan and her mother walked down the

uneven path, between rows of cabbages

and hollyhocks, and entered the queer

round kitchen, where a man, like Little

Grigg grown older, was mending chairs

with rushes.

“A leddy an’ little gell,” said Mrs.
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Grigg, and then she added, “Furriners!”

“Mr. Grigg pulled his forelock. “Ser

vant, mum?” said he. “Gooin' to enny

one in these parts?”

“To Thurn Hall, sir.”

“Thurn Hall—to see Squoire?”

“Yes—I hope so.”

“He’s a hard un—is Squoire! Why,

Winfardin Oak is soft as butter to him.”

“Yew see, Squoire's been hard on

Grigg,” said Mrs. Grigg. “He’s allus a

sayin’ that he'll do away wi' this hut, so

its scarce wuth while keepin’ pig in stye.

We may have to shift any day.”

“Aye, an’ meantime we gooes wi'out

bacon,” muttered the chairmender.

“Can’t you tell him about the bacon, and

ask him to let you stop?” said Fan's

mother softly.

“Tell him, lady!' Tell Squoire Thurn!

A might as soon walk up too Norlyun

Castle an’ stan’ on hill an’ shout, ‘Let out
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your prisoners! But I’ll be even wi’

Squoire yet.”

Fan looked frightened, her mother sad.

Mrs. Griggs whispered: “Don’t ye carry

his words back,” and brought them each

a basin of bread and milk, which they ate

gratefully.

It was a rude place, but the travelers

had spent hours in the shepherds' huts on

the Maremna, so its rudeness did not

strike them.

They only began to think of the owner

of the House Beautiful with a certain

amount of misgiving; to wish themselves

back in the land of sunshine and of fertile

vine again.

When the basins were empty Mrs.

Thurn thanked their hostess and paid her

for their food, and as she did so the letter

addressed to Squire Thurn slipped from

her pocket and fell on to the rough, clay

floor. Grigg, Senior, who was behind his

visitors, saw it, took it up, and, having a



24 The Reedsman

slight amount of scholarship, read the ad

dress. His first impulse was to return it

to its owner; then a voice seemed to say to

him: “Keep it! It may be a weapon

against Squire Thurn.” So he hastily put

it into the pocket of his old corduroy

jacket and went on with his mending as if

nothing had happened. But as he wove

the rushes in and out there was one

thought, one only in his mind: “I’ll be

even yet, Mr. Squoire Thurn; an' some

day mebbe I'll have the upper han’.”

The sealed letter in his pocket grew in

value as he thought this, until he valued it

like gold, and thought he'd hide it safely.

When Fan and her mother had gone

upon their way, and his wife was busily

washing, he stole up the ricketty, ladder

like staircase and went into the apple loft,

wherein amidst a store of apples stood a

small, brown box, heavily made and

studded with nails. This he opened, and
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putting the parcel into it locked it, and

placed the key into his pocket.

“There lies Squoire's secret,” he said

grimly, then climbed down the ladder and

went on with his chair-mending, and when

the flaxen-haired Tim ran in saying,

“Fayther, I’ll have a little pig in sty yet,”

he simply said, “Shut up, boy. Tim, I

do'ant want pig in sty. It ill do as 'tis.”

At which Little Grigg marveled

greatly.



CHAPTER III

THE LITTLE LONE CHURCH

MILE or so away from the chair

mender's cot was a large, square,

red, brick mansion, approached

by an avenue of pines. The grounds were

enclosed by high walls, over whose tops

waved many trees, and the wrought-iron

entrance gates were surrounded by stone

herons, the crest of the Thurns.

“Look, Maman,” said Fan; “there's

Daddy's bird. We're there.”

Agnes Thurn stood still and looked at

stone birds, stone lodge, dark avenue, and

high walls wistfully, with wonder in her

beautiful eyes.

“Yes,” she said, “we are there. We

have reached the place for which we have

come over land and sea—but, little one, I

wish thou wert feeding chicks in the hotel,

26
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and I was getting supper for the for

estièri.”

Her voice was sad, and Fan felt that

she was called upon to be a consoler.

“Maman,” she said earnestly. “This is

Dadda's country, isn’t it, and he wished

us to be in it, so we're pleasing him, aren't

We?”

“Her mother said “Yes,” and pushed

open one of the gates, and knocked at the

door of the lodge. After a while the door

was opened by an aged man, with hair as

white as newly-fallen snow. The child

thought that he looked like a picture of

the patriarch Abraham, or the eldest of

the Three Kings, and smiled up in his

face.

“Well, Misses; well, Missee,” he said,

“what do ye want, eh?”

“To see Mr. Thurn, please,” answered

the woman.

“To go to the House Beautiful, please,”

said Fan.
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“What a queer little 'un,” said the old

man, staring at Fan with his dim eyes,

which peered through a pair of tortoise

shell spectacles. “The House Beautiful

up yonder, not here, I reckon.”

He turned to Mrs. Thurn. “Ye can’t

see Squire, Misses; but I can take a mes

sidge, if so be as ye’ve one to give. What

is it?”

“Thank you. Will you favor by giving

him this letter and asking if he will see

me?”

She felt in her pocket for the parcel,

turned it out, turned out Fan's; but no

letter appeared.

“I’ve lost the parcel,” she said in a dazed

and stupified way; “so there's nothing to

do but to go and tell Mr. Thurn who I

am.”

“P'raps ye’d best; maybe he'll listen to

ye, maybe he won’t. For Squire can’t

abide furriners. Missee can stay here wi’
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me; Squire can’t abide the sight o' chil

dren.”

“But he was a child once himself,” said

Fan.

“Yea, Missee, but hearn’t 'un now; he’s,

so to say, outgrowed carin’ for little 'uns,

jest as he outgrowed wearin’ pinners, an’

playin’ wi’ wooden gee-gees.”

“I’ll go and ask him for the kind favor

of an interview,” said Fan’s mother.

“You, Signor, I mean Sir, will have my

little daughter by your fire. Is it not so?”

“Welkum,” said Ben Harding, other

wise Old Waterloo, and in a few minutes'

time the child found herself sitting by a

warm wood fire, looking at a china figure

of the Little Corporal on the high mantle

piece, and eating the while a sweet baked

apple.

The old man pointed to the blue and

white figure in the tri-colored hat.

“See him, Missee?”

“Yes, sir. Was he a squire, sir?”
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“Mor'n a squire, little miss—a king,

an empre’r! That's Bonyparty, the Lit

tle Corporal. I lost the top of this yere

finger” (he showed his mutilated left

thumb) “a fightin' agin him. It were

blown off near the farmhouse at Ligny.

That uz long ago—I’m gettin’ on, ye see.”

“Yes,” said Fan reflectively. “But I'm

sorry you lost the end of your thumb.

Did you grow used to going without it, as

Maman and me have had to get used to

doing without father?”

“Summat like it! Lor', what a terror

he were in my young days! Fowks, they

used to shout to each other in lanes, ‘Ha

ye heard? He's landed! Then they’d all

scuttle in, an’ the children they'd cuddle

the pillers, an hide their heads under the

blankits.”

“I shouldn’t have been frightened if I’d

had my father,” said Fan confidently.

“I’ve been alone in a piney wood with

him.”
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“Heigh, and what may your name be,

little Miss?”

“Francesca Agnella Thurn.”

“Thurn—Thurn! Why, that be Squire's

name!” said the old man wonderingly, and

as he said it Fan's mother came into the

little room, took the child by the hand, and

said. “Come, little dove, we must fly back

to the old home.”

“Can’t we stay in the House Beautiful,

Maman? I’d like to hear this gentleman's

stories.”

“Not mor’n I’d like to tell’em, Missee!”

said Waterloo. “The Squire is the Squire,

just as queen is queen, and there's no more

to be said, but seems to me he's brewed

hisself a cup o' rue in his latter days. He

wants nobuddy, nobuddy wants him. I

fought in his great-uncle's regiment in the

fight, so he kinder turns to—has a leanin',

so to say, ferme. But I’d like to feel that

somethin' young and luvin' like ud be with

him when the Great Captain calls my
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name in the last roll call, if 'twere only a

skippin’ lamb. I wish ye wern’t furriners.

Squire (they do say) was thrown over

board by a furrin lady, a singer or sum

mat of that kind, and never overgot it!

But it's main hard on this little dear.”

He smoothed Fan’s curls with a tremb

ling hand as he spoke, and the child, with

Italian impulsiveness, retained it.

“You are very kind and good,” said

Mrs. Thurn in her sweet voice. “We shall

remember you when we are away.”

The old man went to a locked bureau

and began to unfasten it.

“Don’t mislike me and think me taken’

a libbritty,” he said earnestly; “but I’ve

saved a bit, and I’d not like the child to

travel oncomftable, like to go on a forced

march, and if a golden likeness of the

young queen will smoothen matters; well,

here ’tis.”

“God bless you—yours is a royal heart,

but we do not need it, my friend. We
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have enough to take us to our friends in

Italy, and once there we can work in the

sunshine,” said Agnes Thurn gratefully.

Then she said, “Come, Fan,” to the child,

and they passed through the heron gates,"

watched wistfully by the old warrior.

And up at the great house his master,

Henry Thurn, sat alone in the Gains

borough room, thinking, musing, upon the

past, wondering how the foreign woman

and the little child of whom she spoke,

came to know of him, and feeling glad

that he had sent the impostor upon her

way.

Meantime Fan and her mother took, as

they thought, the road back to Upham,

from whence they meant to take train to

London; but all the white roads and wide

heaths in the Corn Land have a strong

likeness to each other, and as the painting

on the arm of the sign-post was very dim,

and, worse, they turned to the right in

stead of the left, where every step took
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them to Shipdene and Westerham, instead

of Fenton Upham.

Now and again wild birds from the

marshlands began to fly over their heads,

and after a time they found themselves on

the marshes, where the wild mint and

marshmallow grew.

“Let's make haste, Maman,” said Fan,

“or we shall be lost.”

So the two hastened slowly, and leav

ing the marshland, found themselves in a

long lane bordered by high hedges. By

and by they came to a little lone church,

which stood like a gray watchtower in a

grassy churchyard, surrounded by tall

trees. The lych-gate was open, and the

child saw a porch with wooden seats on

either side, and, being tired, she and her

mother sat down on it and rested. The

stone floor was worn by many feet, names

and initials were cut on the benches. The

place was very, very old. When Colum

bus was on his way to the New World
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small Jack and wee Joan had rested with

Gaffer and Grannie on these selfsame

benches, and the cracked bell in the square

tower had gone “ding-dong” for hun

dreds of marriages, births, and deaths.

The scent of white and purple clover was

wafted to the two wayfarers; the sun was

still warm; it was very quiet and peaceful.

They grew drowsy, began to nod, then

laid their heads against the wall and

slept. How long Fan slumbered she

never knew, but when she awoke the rooks

were cawing as they sailed home across the

fields, the sun was sinking fast, the bees

were no longer humming amidst the

clover. Mrs. Thurn was still sleeping.

Her willing brown hands were folded on

her lap, her bonnet had fallen off, show

ing the dark, waving hair.

“Maman,” said Fan softly. “Hadn't we

better be going? It's getting ever so

late.”

No answer came—only a low uncanny
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sigh—and the child grew frightened. She

knelt on the bench beside her and kissed

her cheek; but Maman was still silent in

stead of kissing her again.

“Mo—ther,” said Fan loudly. “Mo—

ther—do, do wake! I'm frightened! Oh,

please, somebody, come!”

As if in answer to her cry she heard the

creaking of cart-wheels, and, running

down the church walk, she saw a square

market-cart, drawn by a fat white horse,

coming down the lane, goggity, goggity,

gog. It was still light enough to see the

driver, a little man in a rough gray suit

and tarpaulin hat, such as fishers wear; a

cheery little man, with a merry, gray eye,

curly, brown hair, and kind, tanned face—

Gardener Gray, by name.

When the cart reached the lych-gate and

he saw the small figure, he said: “Whoa,

Dobbin!” and stopped.

“What's to do, my dearie?” he asked

kindly.
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“Mo—ther—is—asleep on the porch,

and won’t speak when I call her,” she said

sobbingly.

“So?” said the stranger. “Well, we

must have a look at mother.”

He hitched the horse to a gate-post, and

followed the child up the path. They

found Mrs. Thurn still sleeping, still

moaning feebly.

George Gray went close to the sleeper

and bent over her.

“There’s somethin the matter here,” he

said gravely. “She wants a doctor and

medicine. Ducky, are you afraid to stay

here in the porch whilst I go to the cottage

hospital, close by?”

“No,” whispered Fan. “I’m never

afraid of being alone with Maman. Only

please make haste.”

“No fear of that,” said Gray. Then he

patted Fan on the shoulder and went

away.

It seemed very long to the child before
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he came back with two men and a

stretcher, but in reality it was only a short

time, for St. Walstan's Cottage Hospital

was near the lone church. The two men

(helped by Gray) put Mrs. Thurn on the

stretcher, and when one of them asked:

“What's to do with the little un?” Gar

dener Gray put his arm round Fan and

answered: “I’ll take the lamb to my

lambs.”



CHAPTER IV

CROSS ROADS COTTAGE

HEN Fan saw the strangers bear

ing her own dear mother away she

cried out: “Take me! I want to

go with Maman!” But the men only

answered:

“Best stay where you are, little un,” and

walked on with their unconscious burden.

Gray lifted her tenderly into the cart,

put her on the front seat beside himself,

said “Gee up!” to the horse, shook the

reins, and drove off.

They soon left the little lone church be

hind, and it seemed to bewildered Fan that

long, dark pine plantations, elm and oak

trees, and red-roofed homesteads passed

by as they do in a panorama.

Fear and grief made her drowsy. She

sank on the straw at the bottom of the cart,

39
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laid her head on the good man's knee, and

slept.

She was awoke by a loud “Whoa!”

and the sudden stopping of the mare.

“Here we are, Ducky,” said Gray; then

he called, “Hi, Jenny!” and Fan rubbed

her eyes and looked around.

They had come to a house which stood

where four crossroads met, a gray cot sur

rounded by greenery, like a bird's nest in

a lane. At an open door stood a tall,

slight woman in a dark gown; behind by

the mingled firelight and lamplight Fan

saw four children, three boys and a girl.

The woman hurried up to the cart, and

George Gray stooped over the side and

whispered in her ear.

“Poor child!” she said. “Poor child!”

then she kissed Fan and said tenderly:

“Come with me, Ducky. You shall have

some hot bread and milk and then go to

bed.” She put her arm round the child

and led her into the living-room, a quiet
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place, which smelt sweet like honey. A

grandfather's clock went tick-tack-tick in

one corner; facing it was a three-cornered

cupboard in which was kept the Sunday

cake and best china. Round the walls

were paintings on glass representing the

four quarters of the globe. On one side

of the kitchen was an old bureau, and

though

“Many years had found their close,

Since the Flemish master’s hand,

Carved each tulip tall, and rose,

In the happy Fatherland,”

the carven flowers still showed clearly in

bold relief against the dark, smooth, pol

ished surface. On the white wood table

stood four basins full of bread and milk,

a dish of cold bacon, and a square of

Cheddar cheese; and round the table were

seated four children—three boys, ranging

in age from nine to fourteen, and a fair,

plump, pretty girl of ten—who all stared

at the newcomer.
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From out the corner cupboard came a

wonderful china basin, a plentiful supply

of new milk, and broken bread was put

into it. Fan was given a place on the

settee, and the fat little girl, Torie, came

and sat beside her and patted her every

now and again, saying, “Poor! poor!” as

she might have done to a maimed bird or

hurt lamb. Then Fan grew drowsy and

began to nod over the empty basin, but she

heard what was going on round her all the

time.

There was a bunt at the door. Torie

opened it and a snow-white lamb walked

boldly and innocently in, baa-baa-ing all

the time.

“Here's Snowball come to look for

Georgie,” said Torie, ahd a tall, curly

haired lad got up and said, “Aye, he knows

it's milkin’ time,” and went out, followed

by the lamb.

“I wonder,” said the youngest and

shortest boy, “if that there little girl would
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like to see my guinea-pigs and jackdaw?

If she would I’ll go get ’em.”

“Not she,” said the eldest boy, a dark,

bright, determined-looking boy. “She

comes from foreign parts over sea, John

nie, and 'ill have different sort o' pets to

yours.”

“What kind?” asked Torie. “Ele

phants, an lions, an’ tigers?”

“No, no, you silly! Strange kind o'

birds and such like.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Gray (who had been a

schoolmistress before her marriage),

“that's true, but the little dear is very

tired. I’m going to take her up the

wooden hill to by-by. Torie, you come,

too. It's sleepy time. The shepherd is

tending his flock outside right up in the

steep.”

By the shepherd and his flock you must

know were meant the white, fleecy clouds

which drifted across the sky.

So Fan went up the neatly sanded
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stairs to a room with a sanded floor, where

another tall clock went “tick-tack” like the

grandfather's clock downstairs.

At one end of this room was a diamond

paned window, which overlooked a sea of

green, and in spring, when swallows built,

looked over a sea of white—the orchard of

the house. Fan rubbed her sleepy eyes,

undressed, knelt down beside the white

bed, asked God to watch over her mother,

then was going to jump into bed when all

at once she caught sight of the bed win

dow, through which the starlight shone,

and went up to it. Somewhere in the dis

tance across those many tree-tops was

Maman. Fan stretched out her arms.

“Maman,” she said, “I hope you’ll know

I'm a-thinkin’ of you all—all the time.”

“Bless you, my lamb!” said Mrs. Gray

fervently, as Torie was heard coming

thumping up the stairs, for she was a child

who could never do anything quietly, even

sleep. She got into bed with a bounce,
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saying, “You don’t lie across the bed,

sprawl all over it like a spider, as Janey

Merry from Norwich did when she was

stayin’ here. No, don’t you tummel out

(for Fan got close to the edge). I made

Janey give me more room the next time

'cause I slipped out on the floor and lay

quite still, an’ Janey she thought I was

ill or dead an’ began to cry! An I opened

my eyes an’ said: ‘Janey, if I get in again

will you lie still in one place an not try

to get all the bed?’ And she said “Yes,’

and I got in, an’ Janey didn’t spread her

self out ever any more.”

Torie would have talked on all night had

not Mrs. Gray's voice been heard from the

adjoining room saying. “Go to sleep, chil

dren. Don’t talk.”

So silence fell upon the two little ones,

and Fan's aching head grew better on the

sweet, white pillow; and when she did

awake it was broad daylight, and Torie

was standing by the bedside with a tray
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on which was a cup of hot tea and a new

laid egg. -

“Mother says you're to eat all the bread

and butter fingers,” said the fat little girl.

“Yes, thank you, and may I go to see

Maman after breakfast?” asked Fan.

“Daddy's gone to see her for you a’

ready,” was the reply, “an Mother says

you're to be still an’ rest till she comes

for you.”

Then Fan nestled down amidst the lav

endered sheets and kept still to the tick

tacking of the grandfather's clock. By

and-by she heard cart-wheels and the noise

of a return, followed by a sudden hush.

“It's Mr. Gray come from Maman,”

she thought, and was drawing on her

stockings when the gardener's wife came

into the room.

Fan saw that the kind face was

troubled, and said tremulously: “Maman!

How is she?”

“Ducky, she—" began Mrs. Gray; but
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the child waited to hear no more: “She's

gone to Father in the Boat of Love,” she

cried. “Oh, why wasn’t there room for

me?”



CHAPTER V

AUNT DUCIE

HEY laid Mrs. Thurn to rest in

the little cemetery of St. Joseph's

in the town of Denham close by,

and from that time Fan Gray, as the

villagers called the motherless child,

abode in Cross Roads Cottage; and the

foreign woman was forgotten, as were

the seabirds which fell lifeless on the

eastern coast when the sea foam washed

the rocks. There was no appeal to

Squire Thurn; the child repeated her

full name, “Francesca Agnella Thurn,”

over and over again, but the worthy gar

dener only smiled and said: “Poor Ducky

has forgotten her real name in her

troubles, wife. No doubt some curious

soundin’ kind o’ name, but we’ll let that

pass an just call her Ducky.”

So as Ducky she lived a simple and

48
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pleasant life with these simple and pleas

ant people, went with George and Snowy

to the cloverfield at milking-time, fed the

chicks, dusted and helped Torie to tidy up.

Why, you will ask, did she not go to

school? Well, she had what Torie called

“school at home.” For Mrs. Gray taught

the children herself, and teaching-time was

one of the happiest times in their lives.

Christmas came round, the carol-sing

ers, apple-cheeked and cheery, went from

door to door and sang “Hark, the Herald

Angels Sing” in the cottage kitchens, and

Fan on Christmas day sang “O Come, All

Ye Faithful!” and called it singing to

Mother, as perhaps it was, for the parent

who had so loved her may have been per

mitted by the good God to be near her, as

it is written: “Are there not guardian

angels?”

Christmas passed, with its snow-time.

Easter came, with its snowdrops, violets,

and primroses. When Fan heard, “Christ
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is Risen, Christ is Risen, Alleluia!” she

thought of Maman up beyond the stars.

On Easter Sunday the gardener put

Dobbin between the shafts, and then ar

ranged five stools inside the cart.

“Get in, children,” he said, and the boys

and girls, in their Sunday best, jumped in

and sat down. Then came Mrs. Gray, in

her gray silk wedding-gown, Paisley

shawl, and big gray silk bonnet, and took

her place on the front seat. She was fol

lowed by her husband, who when he had

said “All ready?” took the reins and drove

to Denham to the little chapel of St.

Joseph's. They all came back with palm

branches, and the gardener would hum

Easter hymns and say to the boys, “Ah,

lads, some day if you live you'll say as I

do:

“O come again, ye happy days,

Sweet, sunny, bright, and calm,

As when I wore my Sunday clothes,

And bore my Easter palm.”



Aunt Ducie 51

One never-to-be-forgotten Eastertide a

small, slight woman in a cotton dress and

sunbonnet, who felt her way along with a

stick, came tip-tapping up the path. Fan,

who ran to the door, saw that she had a

kind face, browned by exposure to the

weather, and wide-open brown eyes, which

looked past her, as it were.

“Why, here's Aunt Ducie! Lead her

over the threshold, Ducky,” said Mrs.

Gray; and then Fan saw that the new

comer's brown eyes didn’t really see!

She was blind like old Marco on the

Maremna, who used to talk of the sheep

he'd sheared when shearing days were

OVer.

Fan took Aunt Ducie's hand in her own

and the latter said: “Well, to be sure! You

must be the little furriner. The feel of

your hand is strange.”

After taking a cup of tea and piece of

bread and honey Aunt Ducie said that

she'd come for Ducky and Torie to spend
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the day with Rose Mary, who wanted

some children to play with up at the farm.

“An you'll tell us about Elsie and

Angry Water, won’t you?” asked Torie,

“’cause Ducky hasn’t heard it.”

Ducie Langley promised that she

would, and the three set off together.

Instead of going past the Lone Church

they turned into a narrow lane or gully,

locally called “the pikle,” where the early

primroses grew in tufts amongst the soft

grass, and the willows, full of yellow cat

kins, grew by the water-side. When they

came out of this place they were on the

uplands, and crossed over them until they

came to a worn stone bridge, under which

over big boulders foamed and rushed a

large stream of water.

“See, see,” cried Torie, “this is where

Elsie stood on the stormy night and kept

the bridge, ain’t it, Aunt Ducie?”

“Yes, child, yes. Look! There's Rosie.

I hear her.” She pointed to a rubblestone
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farmhouse on the other side of the bridge,

in whose garden could be seen a little girl

with tangled, sunny hair.

The homestead had a row of beehives in

front of it, but all the same it had a bare

and hungry look. No creeping plants

clung to the rough walls, the upland fields

in which it stood grew only potatoes,

Swede turnips, and marigold wurtzel; in

deed, the farm had been known as the

“Hungry Land” for years. Yet the

Langleys loved it just as parents so often

love a deformed child best. Caleb Lang

ley, Abigail his wife, his blind, unmarried

sister Ducie, and even tiny Rosie, thought

there was no place in all Corn Land like it,

as perhaps there was not, for even a bird

loves its own nest the best.

As they went into the herb garden they

heard the sound of singing. It was Rosie

singing a plantation song:

“South Car’line is a sultry clime—

Where we used to work in de Summer-time,
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So early in de mornin', so early in de mornin',

So early in de mornin', before de dawn ob day.”

She sang, and Ducky looking at the

merry, brown-eyed, fair-haired little thing

loved her at once. Somehow she made her

think of Italy—of the old Poseda and the

early days with Maman.

“Here's Torie Gray,” said Aunt Du

cie, “and this little girl (indicating Fan)

is the little furriner you’ve heard tell of.”

Rosie caught hold of Fan. “Come with

me,” she said, “and tell me all about el’

fants, an’ blackamoors.”

“Oh, I can’t do that, 'cause I’ve never

seen them, but I can tell you about the

lambs of the Maremna, and the chicks at

the Fair, and the doves that feed in St.

Marco's at Venice.”

“Well, then, tell me,” said the tiny one,

to whom all this sounded very strange

hearing, and she took Fan to the lower

step of the staircase, on which she was fond

of hushing dollie to sleep with coon songs,
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and the two sat side by side and talked

together until dinner, after which Aunt

Ducie took them into the garden, and they

heard the strange story of Discontented

Ellie and the Angry Water, which I am

going to try and tell you in (as nearly as

possible) her words:

“Long ago, in great-great-grandfer's

day, when houses round about were as

scarce as apricots on a north wall, a little

lass named Ellie lived over in Denham

close by, where The Bee now is. Her daddy

kept a baker's shop and sold tea-cakes and

such like to the gentry, and after makin'

both ends meet, had a nice bit to save in

the caddy.

“Ellie was their only child, as pretty as

a sweet pea and as proud as a peacock,

although her mother often said: “Ellie,

you’ve no call to be set up 'cause your

curls are like yeller silk and your eyes as

blue as water forget-me-nots. He who
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med the flowers gave you your looks. Be

humble, little darter.”

“But Ellie tossed her head and thought

of a place she'd once set eyes on when she

went by coach to see her Aunt Bathsheba,

a grand castle down in the shires on Avon

River banks. The castle was called Wey

verne, and an earl lived in it who’d an

only darter named Lady Eve.

“Lady Eve, bein’ a great noble's darter,

had all the earth could give: a carriage

with white ponies, a little black page in

blue and silver, a harp to play on, and

more silk frocks and velvet pelisses than

I could count. True 'tis that she was

weakly and had to take a lot of physic, but

Ellie cared no more for her good health

than an apple does for its soundness. And

when she was to home agen she hated

pretty nigh everything from stockin’

knittin’ to dustin’ an’ bed makin’.

“’Twas ‘You should see Lady Eve's

hands. They’re as white as lilies, and she
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wears silk stockin's; you should see her

page, carryin’ her prayer-book behind her

to church. But she forgot to say, ‘You

should see the physician drivin' up to the

castle to see her.’

“One primrose time her mother sent her

over to this very farm (for a Langley

owned it then) to see if they had any

ducks' eggs. Ellie didn’t like comin', for

that matter; she took kindly to nothin’;

but she screwed her mouth into a round O,

dropped her eyelids like winder-blinds

over her eyes, was mum when Dick the

'prentice sang out: “Mind fairies' dell.’

Ellie put on her sunbonnet and cape and,

basket in hand, set off.

“We can picter what the day was like,

children. I could see up to ten year old,

and I remember.

“There'd be a mack'rel sky, all paley

blue, and fleecy clouds overhead, and down

below the daisies just showin’ their white

frills above the grass, the wild flowers
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hidin’ amongst the tangles, the cowslips

an’ primroses spotted here and there,

earnin’ their names of ‘Beggarman's gold.’

“Ellie went on without a song or a

word, wishin' she was Lady Eve, wishin'

she was Princess Somebuddy, wishin the

Queen o’ the Good People would take her.

Never a thought o' Mother watchin’ at the

door, o' Dad racin’ through the streets, o'

Dickon searchin’ the woods. At last she

came to the Lone farm, got the duck eggs,

played about, then started for home.

“It was gettin' Blind Man's Holiday

when she reached Fairies’ Holler, and she

plucked a fern leaf and sang out:

“Come, Good People, come for me;

Take me now to live with ye.”

“And lo and behold! When she'd sang

it three times a little lady wearin a golden

crown stood near her and said: “You are

discontented, Ellie, and wish to come to

us. Would you like to be one of my
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maids of honor and wear jewels and eat

off gold plate?’

“‘Oh, yes, yes, yes, please! Take me

now—now!' replied Ellie, trembling with

eagerness.

“‘Well, then, I'll take you. Only re

member this: directly you cry to go home

you’ll have to go home.’

“‘No fear of that, Ma'am, cried Ellie,

and in a few minutes' time she found her

self in the Land o' Shane, or Fairyland,

where she was Maid Ellie. All Lady Eve

had, she had and even more. She wore a

green silk frock and a diamond necklace,

had little silver slippers, rode a white pony

with a long mane, ate cowslip soup and

primrose puddin’ out of golden plates and

basins, never had to soil her hands, had

jewels in her yeller hair instead of wild

roses, and lived in rooms all bright with

glowworms and full of lovely things.

“Sometimes in her moonlight rides she

passed the Bun House and peeped in. It



60 Aunt Ducie

seemed very quiet and mournful like. Her

mother was thin instead o' bein’ an apple

dumplin’ of a woman, her father didn’t

joke, and Dick didn’t whistle. She found

herself castin’ round for the cause, and one

night at a banquet given to the King of the

Goblins she found it. They all wanted her

back, they loved her—Ellie.

“Thinkin’ on it the tears fell, and her

mistress said, ‘Ellie, now you must go

home, but you’ll have to go our way.

You'll be left near Angry Water to mind

the wooden bridge, which has broken in

the middle, and if you keep every one from

passin’ over you’ll go home, but if one

man, woman or child falls in, the King of

the Goblins will take you to his kingdom,

and you’ll never see the old Bun House

again.”

“Ellie promised that she would guard

the bridge, and so one dark autumnal

night she found herself standing near the

broken bridge with the wind soughing in
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the trees and the water rushing over the

stones. She was dressed like a poor little

gypsy girl in a torn frock, and her feet

were bare. She shook like an aspen with

the cold, and oh, she did want to be in her

own bed between the blankets, with

mother's kiss warm on her forebrow. But

her work was cut out for her, children.

“By an’ by Sherlock the miller came

walkin' over the mead, and put out his

foot to cross the bridge.

“‘Don’t cross, miller, please. Go back

to the mill the other way, she cried.

“Sherlock stood firm. “Not I,’ said he.

“I’ll cross for all the gypsies in Krissen’om.’

“Ellie hung on his arm. ‘No, no, no,'

she called out. “Think o' Baby Bess, and

her mother, and little Nat! They'd miss

you sorely, and the bridge has gone in the

middle.”

“‘Not it,” said he, and was goin’ to cross

when Ellie stood before him and spread

out her arms. The miller grunted, mut
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tered something about mad gypsies, and

went by the other way.

“After him came others, a farmer, a

laborer, and three little lads, and with

these last she had a great deal of trouble.

They said they would cross the bridge,

would not be prevented by any gypsy lass,

and Ellie had to cling to them like a cat.

“Not until morning, when the breach in

the bridge could be seen, did she quit her

post, but when the birds began to sing and

the cuckoo called out that he was ‘At

Home to every one she turned her steps

homeward.

“The little town she knew so rarely was

very still. For why? Few people were

about, and when she reached the Bun

House she wondered who she’d see.

Dick, the 'prentice, grown tall and sturdy,

was making bread, whilst a gray-haired

man put it into the big oven.

“She stood stock still in the baker's

doorway an' cast round what to say. Then
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Dick turned round: ‘Don’t think we want

even a broom to-day!” said he; and Ellie

called out, ‘Dick! Dick! I'm not a boy

or broom girl. I'm Ellie!'

“Dick shook his head. ‘Our Ellie’s

dead,” said he, an’ if she weren’t she’d be

a sight taller than you, little midget.’

“Ellie didn’t know what to do, but all

at once she called to mind “The Frog's

Wooin', an old ditty she used to sit in the

sun and sing:

“‘Mr. Frog lived in a well,

Tol de rol, de riddle, lolla;

Mr. Mouse lived in a cell,

Humdrum, Humdrum, Humdrum Dray!’”

“‘Ellie's song, for a sixpence!' cried

Dick.

“‘Ellie’s voice, for a shillin’,” said Dad.

“They both came close to her, and then

shook their heads.

“‘Not tall enow,” said Dad. “Why,

Ellie's been gone seven years, and she'd

be a tall, fair maiden now, God bless her,
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springin' up like a daffydowndilly, if she'd

not have been spirited away.”

“‘Father, Father,Dad,Dad,Dad!’ cried

Ellie. “I’ve been with the Good People;

that's why I haven't grown. See, here's

the scar from the cut I got when cuttin'

bread and butter. Don’t you remember?”

“Well, the baker cast his thoughts back

ward and remembered it all; and he took

Ellie into the houseplace to Mother, who

kissed her as if she'd kiss her all away, and

the kitten, grown an old cat, frisked round

her, and old Toby sniffed, barked, and

licked her face and hands.

“They took her old coarse, ragged frock

away and put on the pretty chintz one she

had worn before she lived in Elfland, and

Mother heard her bed-time prayer and

Kissed her as she tucked her up in her own

little bed, and Ellie thanked God for

Mother's love and Mother's bread when

she woke up next mornin', with the doves

cooin' and the hens cluckin', and Dick
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whistlin’ ‘God Save the King' beneath her

winder.”

“Is that all? Aren’t we to know any

thing more about her? Did she ever want

to go back to Fairyland?” questioned Fan.

The blind woman smiled as she rose

from her seat. “They do say that she was

mated to Dick the 'prentice when she was

a woman grown and used to tell her own

boys and girls about the Good People.

But she could never have wanted to go

to 'em at all, for she'd found that “East,

West—home's best!' as the old saw has it.

Now we’ll turn in, children, 'cause Torie

and Fan have to go back. Mrs. Gray will

worrit if they stay too long.”

Fan (who'd been very happy) was what

Torie called stupid on her road homeward,

that is to say, she was silent, for she had

gone to Fairyland with dead, discontented

Ellie.

Even when old Abe, the fisherman,
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passed her crying, “Fine cockles! Oh, fine

cockles!” she didn’t look up, scarcely

noticed the old salt in his queer donkey

cart; but when her Second Mother met

them as they neared the cottage with,

“Children, have you seen Georgie? He

hasn’t come yet,” she left Elfland and,

rousing up, said: “Mother, dear, I’ll go

look for him!”

“Do, Ducky,” said Mrs. Gray; “you go

the church way, and Torie, you turn into

the Roman Road. The boy must come

either one road or the other.”

Fan ran off in the twilight past the little

lone church, with a chilly little lodger

called Fear in her childish heart.

She loved Georgie as much as his pet

lamb and his jackdaw loved him, and

couldn’t help remembering that he didn't

like his daily round at Shipley's, the clock

maker's, and had often wished to go to sea.

The cuckoo called “Cuck-oo! Cuck-oo!”

from afar, and nightbirds flew to their
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nests as she ran past the little lone church

—thinking of Maman and of the lad whose

little adopted sister she was.

“George!” she shouted. “Georgie! It's

Fan!” But no cheery voice responded:

“Patience, little 'un, patience! Comin'!”

and she thought, “He’s lost—gone to

fairyland like Ellie,” all through the night.

But with morning Briggs, the rural

postman, brought a letter addressed to

Mr. and Mrs. Gray in a round, boyish

hand. The postmark was Wynwood

Deeps (a neighboring seaport), and the

note ran as under:

“Dear Parents: When you get this I

shall be miles away. I’ve gone to be a

cabin-boy on board The Orinoca, bound

for the Canaries, and when I come home

I'll bring Torie a little canary and, I hope,

you, dear Mother and Dad, some money.

Then you can hire more land, and grow

more for market. I'm sick of clockmakin’
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—the wheels get stuck when I touch 'em.

Please forgive your loving Georgie.”

As the father and mother read this, two

rolls of ribbon, the one pink, the other

blue, fell out on the floor, and with them

on a scrap of paper was this message:

“Dear Ducky: This is for my lamb.

Take care of my pets till I come.”

At this moment, as it happened, a baa

ing was heard, and the pretty little lamb

trotted in.

The runaway's mother sat down on the

settee and covered her face with her hands,

and Fan saw big tears like pearls slipping

between the worn fingers, which had done

so much for them all. It was more than

she could bear, and she went up to her and

put her arms round her Second Mother's

neck.

“Don’t,” she said brokenly, “don’t. I

think God will let Maman be good to you

and bring him back, 'cause you’ve been so

good and kind to me.”



CHAPTER VI

THE WIND IN THE CHIMNEY

LL over the flat corn country blows

the breath of the sea. It comes salt

and fresh over marshlands, where

curlews cry and bitterns boom, over wheat

fields where corncrakes creak and woods

where nightingales sing.

This nearness to the ocean may be one

of the causes which has given the fair, flat

land so many sailor sons, including the

one-eyed, one-armed victor of Trafalgar

Bay.

The dwellers in East Anglia are used

to these winds from the sea, which they

call “Rough Rodgers” when very rough

and fierce. They will point to a windmill's

torn sails or to a fallen chimneystack, and

tell the newcomer that the “Rough

Rodger” did it.
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In the spring of which I am telling you,

the spring of Georgie's running away,

these great, strong winds blew over Ship

dene and Westerham, and though the

Gray cottage was as safe as a nest in the

heart of an oak, the wind sang in the chim

ney to them all and had something to say

to each.

To the gardener it said: “I blow round

your lad in the crow's-nest as the ship sails

on.” To his wife it said. “God holds me

in the hollow of His hand, and He will not

let me hurt your child.” To the children

it said many things, spoke of Robinson

Crusoe, and desert isles, and Man Fri

days, and caves full of treasure, and boy

Johnnie and his brother Jamie half wished

themselves out at sea.

It so chanced that this special big wind

brought grave disaster to the lone farm.

Many of the lambs died, the scant crops

were ruined, the farmer fell into the power

of a moneylender, who haled him to prison
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when he was unable to pay what he owed.

Then began a time of trial for all the

dwellers in the lone homestead, and only

deeds of kindness lightened it, as stars do

the darkness of the night.

Every one did something—“lent a

hand,” as sailormen call it. The village

cobbler mended their footwear free, when

a neighbor killed a pig he didn’t forget to

send a joint to those poor Langleys, and

the butcher often sent a tit-bit without the

bill, and the gardener gave vegetables,

eggs, and kindly sympathy, besides taking

Aunt Ducie and Rosie into Norlyun each

Friday to see the farmer in the debtor's

prison of Norlyun Castle.

“It’s kind of wonderful how that child

lifts up brother,” said Aunt Ducie one

day at the cottage. “She lifts up her little

face to be kissed, and then up goes her

hand to the bosom of her frock and out

comes a packet of 'bacca. Here, Dadda,’

she says, have your pipe, and 'member
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this: when I say my prayers I ask God to

send you home soon, and let you do well,

an' we'll all be merry together.’”

But there came a Friday when only

Aunt Ducie climbed into the cart, for

Rose Mary was ill with fever. She lay

flushed and unconscious in her little white

bed, now and then murmuring something

about the dear Dadda, and Fan went up

to the Lone Farm and performed small,

useful offices for the sad and troubled

mother.

“Dear, dear!” said Mrs. Langley, half

to herself and half to Fan, as she salted

the mutton broth. “Troubles, like yeast,

it makes big loaves! To think that fifty

pound would bring our Bijah home and

set him on his feet, so to say, and yet he

can’t get it! He might as well try for the

crown jewels.”

“It’s a big sum,” said Fan. “I don’t

s’pose any one about here has got it.”

“Squire Thurn has, for one, child.
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Why, fifty’s no more to him than a farden’

to me. But he's a queer one; you can’t

even get speech with him.”

“Would seeing her Dadda make Rosie

better, Mrs. Langley?”

“It would do her a mint of good. The

doctor says she's fretted herself ill. You

see she was set on her Dadda, used to

stand top of the stairs in her bedgown and

watch for his comin’ home from market.

When Bijah heard her callin’ out, ‘Come

and take your pigeon down, Dadda!' he'd

call back, ‘My birdie must coo to me

pretty, and then he'd bring her down in

his arms. Oh, my Bijah! Oh, my Rosie!”

Mrs. Langley's tears fell on the white

wood table thick and fast, and as Fan com

forted her a desperate resolve took hold

of her.

She would try and do something—

would try and be the little mouse and set

the lion free. Maman used to say that

“little hands could often unlock big
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doors,” and Maman would look down on

her from the sky, just as she used to look.

She, Fan, would see Squire Thurn. It

would only need a bit of courage and a

roundabout way home to do so. Being a

wise Fan she knew that wise hens didn’t

cackle loudly over their eggs, so she kept

her own counsel, and when three o’clock

came put on her hat and cape and set off

on the homeward way by Thurn Hall.

Rose Mary lay sick in the room whose

windows looked out on the row of hives,

and as Fan went by them she heard a

child's voice singing:

“Now Massa’s dead an’ gone to rest,

Ob all de Massas he were best;

I nebber did see his like before,

An’ now I miss him more an’ more,

So early in de mornin', so early in de mornin’,

So early in de mornin', before de dawn ob day.”

The young voice was weak and uncer

tain, but Fan knew both coon song and

singer, and she clasped her brown hands
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tightly together (a way she had) and

whispered:

“Oh, I must, must help her!” Then she

hurried on, and never rested until she

reached Thurn Hall.

The great mansion behind the trees

looked both awe-inspiring and grand as

Fan stood and peered through the gates,

hoping that the old lodgekeeper would be

in and come to her aid.

She had not long to wait, for the old

soldier, who had been up to the house,

espied her as he came down the broad

gravel path and bade her come inside.

“Well, dearie,” he said, “I was main

sorry to hear of the pretty furrin lady's

passin', fur I knew you’d be lonesome

like.”

Fan looked round at the soft grass, the

deer in the deer-park, the smoke curling

upward into the clear sky, and remem

bered how she and Maman had noted all
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these things together! And a lump came

into her throat and her head drooped.

“I’m not lonesome,” she said, “when

I'm with Torie, and Snowy, and the boys;

but sometimes when I'm alone, as I am

now, Mr. Harding, I want Maman—oh,

so badly! But I’ve come to see the Squire

about another little girl this time.”

“Humph! To see the Squire! Well,

my little dear, you’d best not see him.

He's somethin wrong with the eyes, and

is sittin’ alone in the liberry gloomin’—

with scarce a word even for me. Who’s

the little gell you want ter see him about?”

“Rosie Langley, up at Lone Farm.

Her father's in prison, and she'll die if he

don’t come out.”

“And you think Squire could put it all

right?”

“Yes. Let me see him, please!”

“Well, it could do no harm and might

rouse him. We'll see. Come along.”

Ben Harding locked the lodge door be
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hind him, and the child and he walked

through the great green park, where the

antlered deer fed amidst the bracken. Fan

was going to the House Beautiful at last!

The old soldier passed through the front

door and into a great hall, on whose fres

coed walls and ceiling beautiful children

played with flowers in green fields.

“How lovely,” said Fan, catching her

breath.

“So 'tis said,” replied the veteran

proudly. “It's Hytallian work, done in

the old Squire's time. "Tain't zackly my

taste—’tain’t homelike. I’d like a few

cows and milkmaids. Foller me, dearie.”

Fan followed him through the hall until

they came to a low, wide door with carving

round it. Here Harding knocked twice.

Then a clear, quick voice said, “Come in!”

and he took Fan’s hand and led her into

a long room with a fireplace at each end

and many pictures on the walls.

It was lit by painted windows, on which
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was depicted the heron, and under the por

traits were all kinds of queer weapons—

Arab spears, Indian arrows, Bushmen’s

clubs.

Near one of the windows sat a tall, thin,

gray-haired gentleman with a green shade

over his eyes. Before him was an organ,

whose gilt pipes showed dimly in the sub

dued light.

“Well, Harding,” said the Squire,

“what is it now? Have the lads been

troubling you again?”

“No, Squire. But here's a little furrin’

maid wants to have a word with you

badly.”

“Now, Ben, this is too bad. Haven’t I

told you times without number that I can

not and will not see any one? Let the

child go to the rector or the school

mistress.”

“Squire,” pleaded Ben earnestly, “I

dew want yew to give an ear to this little

gell as a kindness to old Ben.”
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“Well, as you put it so,” said Mr.

Thurn testily, peering at Fan from under

the shade, “I’ll hear what the child has to

say. But she must say what she has to say

quickly. I don’t want rigmaroles.”

The spirit of the dead and gone Thurns

came into Fan's little body. She drew

herself up, crossed her hands in front of

her, and said clearly:

“Please, sir, you’ve plenty of money,

haven’t you?”

Harding gave her frock a tug, and the

Squire said curtly:

“Well! This is not country shyness!

Supposing I have enough and to spare.

What then?”

“You could get Farmer Langley out of

Norlyun Castle and save Rosie's life as

easily as I feed the chicks.”

“But why should I do this?”

“Because we are told to ‘love one an

other, and if we love any one we must help
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them in trouble, just as Dadda Gray

helped me when Maman died.”

“You say Maman, I note, and your

tongue's not altogether English. Where

were you born and what's your name?”

“I was born on the Maremna, sir, and

my name is Francesca Agnella Thurn.”

“The imposter's daughter!” muttered

the Squire. Then he once more turned to

Fan.

“How come you to be with the Grays?”

“Dadda Gray took Maman to the hos

pital when she was taken ill in the church

porch and he brought me to his house, and

gave me bread and milk, and love. I’d be

all alone in the world if I hadn't Dadda

and Mother Gray.”

There was a wistful tone in the yoting

voice, which somehow sounded a chord

which had long been silent in the soul of

the recluse, but he didn’t mean to give in,

and said simply: “Tell me about these

Langleys.”
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So Fan told him in her simple, direct

way, and he said he would inquire into the

matter and see what could be done, and

the child in her gratitude impulsively

caught his hand and held it between her

own and kissed it.

“A child of the South,” thought the

Squire; “I’d like to see more of her.” And

then he said aloud: “Child, would you

mind coming to read to me for half an

hour twice a week? I can not see to read.”

“I would like to very much,” said Fan,

dropping a curtsy, and then she said:

“Shall I come to-morrow?” And when

the Squire had answered, “If you please,”

she said, “I have the honor to wish you

good-day, sir,” in Italian, and left the

room with Harding.

“Well,” said Old Waterloo, as he

opened the big iron gates for Fan to pass

through, “you're the Little Corporal in

petticoats, that's what you are.”

Now it was fated that this fair spring
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day was to be a most eventful one to Fan,

for when she came to Westerham Heath

it was twilight. Birds were flying to their

nests in the reeds over the yellow gorse

and purple heather, so feeling rather

lonely she began to sing a little song

Maman had taught her.

In the middle of the heath was a great

stone pit, called “the quarry,” and it

seemed to her as she went by it that a voice

cried “Stop! Stop!” -

For a moment Fan did exactly the op

posite thing—she began to run. Then she

remembered how the shepherds on the

Maremna looked for lost or hurt sheep,

and thinking that a boy or man might have

fallen down the quarry, and kneeling be

side the pit she peered down, but saw only

masses of stone and what looked like a

heap of something at the bottom.

“Is any one down there?” she shouted.

There was silence for a few moments, then

&I) 3.11SWeI C8.II16.
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“Yes. I’m here. I’m Griggs, the reeds

man. Go fetch help! My leg or summat's

broke.”

“Wait a bit,” shouted Fan. “I’ll go

and send help now!”

There was some one in pain on that

stony bed; she might even save his life.

There was no hesitation now. Fan ran

along as fast as ever her legs would carry

her, watching for a house as she ran.

At last, when spent and tired, she came

to a long, low, red building all ablaze with .

lights, and opening one of the white gates,

found herself in a shrubbery. She went

straight up the gravel path and stopped

when she came to a great door arched and

nail-studded, as were the doors of Nor

lyun Cathedral.

In the middle of this door was a big

brass lion's head, which looked very fierce

and defiant by the light of the lamp over

the doorway. But it didn’t frighten Fan

—it could only have done that if it had
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roared. She raised herself on tiptoe and

knocked twice loudly.

After the second rap a small iron shut

ter in the door was slipped aside and Fan

saw a pair of merry blue eyes and a bit of

a woman’s face.

“Who are you, little girl, and what do

you want?” asked a pleasant voice.

“I’m Ducky—I mean Frances Thurn,

and Griggs the reedsman’s fallen down

the quarry and is lying there with a broken

leg.”

“Dear, dear, what a misfortune! Tell

me about it.”

The big door swung open and Fan

found herself in a wide corridor lit with

crimson lamps and lined with cases full of

curios, from a stuffed squirrel, nut in

mouth, to a small ape. Crossing the hall

were children in gray frocks and small,

white mob-caps. And when she saw them

she knew that she was in the Westerham
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School and Home for the orphan daugh

ters of poor professional men.

“Wait a bit, my love,” said the door

opener. “I’ll get the gardener and his

lad Sim, and you will show them the way.”

In a few minutes’ time Fan found her

self re-crossing the heath in the company

of an able-bodied man and youth. Then

she knelt down at the top of the quarry

and sang out: “Try and keep up a little

longer. We've come for you.”

But there came no answer in return, and

the rescuers thought the reedsman dead.

The youth tied the lantern round his waist

and went down into the quarry with rope

and brandy, and after what seemed an age

he called up. “He ain’t dead. He's only

swoonded, and I’ve giv’ him brandy and

tied the rope round him. Now, Dad, pull

hard! I’m lendin’ a hand behind.”

So Dad pulled hard, and Fan's willing

brown hands tugged with a will as well.

At last, with many a “Heave ho!” from
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boy Sim, the reedsman reached the top and

was carefully placed on a shutter brought

for the purpose from Westerham. He was

very white, and only opened his eyes once,

and then they rested on the wistful-faced

child, who was rubbing his hands. “Lor!”

he muttered feebly, “if it ain’t the little

furriner!”
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THE RAINBOW

RIGGS, the reedsman, feeling (as

he expressed it) like a “babby,” lay

still on a bed in the accident ward

of Westerham Cottage Hospital listening

to his son, flaxen-haired little Griggs, who

was chattering to him like a magpie.

“Gis, Dad,” said he; “yew’ll skarse

know the place when yew get back. Yew'll

say, ‘Wheer am I?’ That little furriner

who found yew in thay pit goos often oop

to Squire's, an’ Squire he's turned quite

friendly. Whoy, only t'other day he sent a

little pig for sty, and he's patched the

house up and giv’ me five shillin’ weekly

for a-doin’ odd jobs up at Hall!” -

“Most like he's goin’t die,” replied his

father.

“No, Dad! Never farder off it. It's
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Gray's little furriner, soo to say. She's

oop there most days a-readin’ to Squire,

who's grown almost blind, an ud need

letters as big as steeples to see!”

The reedsman made no answer for a

while, but when he had turned his face to

the wall and shut his eyes as if thinking

hard, he spoke:

“Sonnie,” he said, “I want ye to dew

somethin’ for me!”

“Yes, Dad; it's done.”

“Go up inter the loft and look inter a

box ye’ll find thaar. And taak out a letter

yew’ll find thaar, and giv' it to Squire

Thurn—to no one else, mind—sayin’

Griggs, reedsman, ha’ kep’ it for a toidy

bit, since a furrin wooman dropt it in his

houseplace. I kip the key, have got it in

my weskit pocket, and when the nurse

gives it me I’ll giv' it ye. Say nawthin’

to Mawther.”

“It's an easy job, ’tis, to face Squire,”
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said Tim. “When he asks why my dad

kep’ it what'll I say?”

“Tell him Griggs, reedsman, and Squire

Thurn had ill will atween 'em and that

Griggs kept the furriner's letter as a sort

o' stoan to cast at him if he turned him

out.”

“But you're sorry now, Dad. If you

could only hear the little pig gruntin’—”

“Yes, I’m sorry. Say so. Now, boy,

goo!” -

So Tim went home to the beehive hut,

climbed the old ladder, found the box, un

locked it and drew out a letter. The paper

was yellow, the writing faded, but he made

out the address, “Squire Thurn, Thurn

Hall, England,” and set out for the Hall.

As it chanced, he met the Squire walk

ing with Old Waterloo in the deer park,

and being naturally shy, hesitated as to

how to tell his errand. Then, quite sud

denly, a happy thought occurred to him.

He would begin by saying that his father
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was sorry, and that would soften matters

—pave the way, as it were.

“Squire, here's Tim Griggs,” put in

Waterloo.

“Indeed! Come to say his father's ready

to leave hospital?” said Mr. Thurn ab

ruptly.

“Come to say Dad's sorry, Squire,” said

little Griggs.

“Sorry for what, boy?”

Tim drew out the parcel. “The fur

riner dropped this in our place when she

came with the little furriner, and Dad

he found it and kep it!”

“Kept it! How dare he? Why?”

“’Cause there weren't any loove lost be

twixt him and yew, Squire.”

“Well, off my land he goes! He need

think no more of Westerham Cot,” said

the Squire sternly. “I won’t have such a

fellow on my ground.”

Old Waterloo lifted his trembling hand

to the clear blue sky.
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“Forgive us our trespasses as we for

give them that trespass against us,” he

said slowly. “Commander-in-Chief's or

ders, sir.”

“Amen,” said little Griggs, who almost

thought himself in church. *

Mr. Thurn turned away and stood

silently by the waterfall. He had been a

lonely man for years, had had no one to

love him. He forgot his own pride and

sternness and told himself that if only he

had received this stolen letter he might

have had sweet, loving little Fan to

brighten his lot.

Still, there were the orders of the Great

Captain! He had had a feud with the

reedsman Griggs, to use his own term,

“had hated Squire like pizen,” and he on

his part had intended to clear the land of

Griggs directly his lease expired.

It was late in the day for him, growing

eventide, in fact, but still there might be

a few hours in which to do good. He
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looked from the primroses on the mossy

bank to the clear water foaming over the

waterfall, then up to the sky, with its

fleecy clouds, and he seemed to hear Fan’s

clear, sweet voice saying, “I used to tell

Maman this was the House Beautiful.”

He walked up to little Griggs and the old

soldier and gave the former a newly

minted florin.

“Here, my boy,” he said, “keep this in

memory of to-day as long as you can, and

tell your father it's all right. We'll let

bygones be bygones. He can come home

to the cot.”

So little Griggs went on his way whist

ling, and Squire Thurn instructed his

lawyers to make inquiries in Italy that

very day. For he intended making the

little furriner the Little Lady of Thurn

Hall,



CHAPTER VIII

EACH BIRD ITS OWN NEST

6 6 AN,” said the Squire one day,

F shortly after the finding of the

packet, “would you like to come

and live here with me? Say the truth,

child!”

Sometimes, as we all know, truth and

politeness do not go together, and Fan

puzzled her curly head as to what to say.

She loved the old house with its paintings

and frescoed walls; its beautiful green

lawns, and soft-eyed deer, and she had

grown to like its master in spite of his

abrupt manners and crusty ways.

But, on the other hand, there was Cross

Roads Cottage, with the good gardener,

his dark-eyed wife, the children, and the

pets, the home which had been as a haven

of refuge in a stormy sea.
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No, she could not leave these dear ones,

even for the House Beautiful. Yet, how

could she reply?

All at once she remembered Maman’s

story of the little brown bird, and being a

born story-teller herself, thought she

would answer in a little tale, or parable.

“Please, sir,” she asked, “may I tell you

a parable tale, and then you won’t p'raps

be offended?”

“Humph! What a queer child!” said

the Squire, half to himself. Then aloud:

“Well, go on. Think I'm the Sultan in

the Arabian Nights?”

“Yes, thank you,” said Fan politely,

folding her hands on her lap. Then she

began.

“Once on a time, but not so very long

ago, there was a homeless little brown

bird—”

“Stay,” interrupted her hearer; “what

kind of bird was it?”

“A skylark,” said Fan. “It was born
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where there were purple grapes and peach

orchards outside old towns, on hillsides,

where the sun shone on everybody, and the

olives grew—”

“That was Italy?”

Fan nodded. “Yes, the little brown bird

loved it, and would dearly have liked to

live and sing in an ilex-tree there, but

Mr. Skylark, its father, had been nested

in England and wished the tiny lark to

grow up there.”

“Go on,” said the Squire quickly. He

was growing suspicious.

“Yes, sir,” said Fan. “Well, you know,

Mrs. Skylark and the little lark crossed

the sea, and they found it very cold, for

the sun didn’t seem to shine much. One

day the two birdies flew into a church

porch to rest their wings. It was a small

gray church, with an ivied tower, and yew

and elm trees, and Mrs. Skylark hurt her

self and couldn’t go any farther, and the

little birdie was afraid, and when it was
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motherless as well as fatherless would have

had no nest if it hadn’t found one in a

green garden full of plum and cherry

trees. The good people who owned the

orchard were very kind to the little lone

bird; they fed it as if it had been their own,

and it, in its turn, grew to love them very

much.

“So, as you will see, it couldn’t spread

its wings and leave them for a new and a

grander nest. That's all!”

Squire Thurn had listened to Fan's al

legory with a strange tender look on his

handsome old face. He had grown fond

of his little reader, liked to hear the sweet

young voice read to him, and when it came

to a difficult foreign word exclaim: “This

is a very hard word! I'm goin’ to spell it;

you'll tell me how to say it, won't you?”

When a boy in the long ago Squire

Thurn had been a young naturalist, had

loved woodland life and wild creatures;

knew where the first nightingales sang in
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the Costersay woods; where the forest

sprinters hid their winter store, where the

beavers built and the skylarks nested. He

had been a collector, too, had collected

ferns, moths, etc. As he grew older he

had had other hobbies and found pleasure

in riding them; but for many years had

cast them aside, had shunned them as he

did his fellow men.

Then quite suddenly into his life came

the half-Italian child, with her love of

nature, and of all things beautiful. The

things his own eyes saw dimly he had seen

clearly with her eyes, had learned to take

an interest in where the swallows built and

the robins came, just because she did.

The years rolled away like a folded map

when he was with her. In some sort he

renewed his youth, took an interest in the

world beyond his gates. The agent whom

he had instructed had found that Fan’s

dead mother had been a true, good woman

of an honorable stock, and that the lives
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of the painter and his wife had been above

reproach.

So much the priest who had wedded the

pair had told, and the kindly mistress of

the podesta, who had been so good to

Maman in her early widowhood, had de

scribed the sweet and simple manner in

which they had lived. Added to this, the

letter penned by the dead man had spoken

to him—he was willing to own Fan as his

grand niece, to adopt her as his heiress,

and it seemed to him that the hour for so

doing had come.

“Fan,” he said suddenly. “I am your

great-uncle—your own father's uncle

Harry, and I want you to try and love

me. See, now, wouldn’t you like to live

here with me?”

“Uncle,” said Fan. “I love you, and

I'll spend half my time here, but I can’t

leave the Gray's. You see Mother Jean

has lost Boy Georgie; she can't spare me,

too.”
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The Squire, who was both vexed and

touched, kept silence. Fan broke the

silence. “Please, sir, I mean uncle, I can

halve myself—be part yours and part the

Gray’s.”

She had won the victory. Henry

Thurn loved fidelity in his heart of hearts,

and turning to her he said: “So be it, child.

But now tell me something to do for you.”

Fan took her courage in both hands.

“Uncle,” she whispered, “unlock the big

door of Norlyun Castle and let Farmer

Langley out.”

“That will I, and the key shall be a

golden key.”

The Squire was as good as his word, and

a few days afterward Aunt Ducie and

Fan went hand in hand up Castle Hill to

the old feudal fortress to bring Rose

Mary's Daddy home.

“Ducky,” said Aunt Ducie, “you

brought a blessing in your hand when you

came to the Grays. Some children 'ud a
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wanted no end of lollipops an dolls an’

follols, but you only wanted to set brother

free. God’ull bless you for it, Ducky.”

The blind woman’s blessing was re

peated by the farmer when he stood by his

darling's bedside, and felt the thin little

arms round his neck.

“Dadda, Dadda, Dadda! Who bringed

you back?” asked Rosie, and when her

father said, “The Little Furriner,” she

laughed as she hadn’t done for weeks, and

said, “Ducky is a duck!”



CHAPTER IX

CARRIED AWAY CAPTIVE

T WAS cherry time. Red balls of

luscious fruit hung on the cherry trees

in the Gray's green orchard, and

seven-sister roses flourished near tall white

lilies, and sweet scabious in the garden, to

say nothing of the black currants which

grew on the river banks at the end amidst

the red and white raspberries.

The Gray's orchard and garden was a

very fairyland for boys. Yet they (as a

rule) respected it, because when the gard

ener saw any of them hidden in the pea

rows, or on top of the fruit trees, he used

to say: “Don’t steal, lads. I’ll give you

a handful when they’re ripe, if only you'll

leave 'em alone.”

And the boys used to look shame-faced

and say: “That we will, mister,” and be
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generally as good as their word. Cherry

time, as you may guess, was a notable time

at Cross-Roads Cottage, for the gardener

and his wife gave an annual gypsy party

to children in honor of their marriage,

which had taken place years ago at the

time of cherry ripening.

Now we must return to the time at

which this chapter begins. The party in

the orchard was a large one, for grown

ups were present as well as children, for

the gardener and his dark-eyed wife were

keeping their silver wedding.

It was four years since Fan had been

recognized as Squire Thurn's heiress, and

she had grown quite a tall girl, lovely with

a loveliness that was not wholly English.

Her dark Southern beauty showed to ad

vantage in her pretty cream-colored frock,

but her manner and ways were as winning

as ever, for, as Torie truly said: “She

wasn’t a bit grave or stuck up.”

Fan had done as she said she should to
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the Squire; she had lived on with the

Grays, though she spent much time at the

hall, where Torie and she took lessons to

gether. Little by little the Squire's crusti

ness disappeared; though still a silent

man, he took a kindly interest in his ten

ants and neighbors, and called little Fan

“his eyes,” because she led him about and

told him all she saw. He had sent a suit

able gift to Mr. and Mrs. Gray in honor

of their silver wedding, and as the happy

Fan came bearing it down the long white

road she saw a youth in a sailor's garb

coming along, with the peculiar rolling

walk that speaks of a life on the ocean

WàVe.

When the girl met the seaman she was

struck by a something familiar in his as

pect, and felt as if she had known the

good-natured, bronzed face in the long

ago.

The lad, on his part, looked at her hard

and long; scanned the pretty flounced
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muslin frock, the flower-trimmed hat, the

dainty bronze shoes. And when he had

done so he came to a stop in the middle of

the road and said. “The riggings are

vastly different, but I do believe it's the

‘Little Foreigner, Ducky, her ain sel’.”

Then Fan recognized the sailor lad. It

was George—Boy George, for whose

coming they had watched and prayed.

“George,” she said, “it is Mother's silver

wedding day! Think how they’ll feel

when they see you! Where have you

been?”

“Shipwrecked, Fan. You’ve grown

quite a grand young lady! Have you come

into a fortune, or what?”

She told him all her story, and as she

told it they walked on to Cross-Roads

Cottage together. When they came to the

garden hedge, with its intertwined roses

and convolvulus, Fan paused.

“George,” she whispered, “stay here.

I'll go and prepare them.”
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She went through the flower-decked

rooms into the shady garden where the

little ones played hide-and-seek under the

trees, and the grown-ups sat chatting, and

made her way to Mama Gray, who was

somewhat apart from the rest.

“Mother,” she said, “Uncle sends you

and Daddy this silver teapot and cream

ewer and hopes you'll live to drink many

cups of tea, and Mother, it is only right

that you should have joyful surprises on

such a day; and there is one for you.”

“What! Another, Ducky? Have you

got me a fine bonnet or cap from Lon

don?”

“No—No! It is something greater,

better; something you have prayed for.”

The kind face turned white. “Child,

Fan, don’t play with me! It—it can’t be

my boy, my Georgie?”

Fan put her arms round her. “Yes, it

is, Dearie. He is waiting outside, so as

not to upset you!”
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“Just like my own boy. Take me to

him, Ducky. Somehow my eyes are dim.”

Fan led her gently out into the road,

and the sailor lad said, “Mother!” huskily,

and coming near to her, folded his arms

round her and held her very close.

Fan moved away and kept silent, be

cause there are times in life when silence

is really golden, and there are joys as well

as griefs with which a stranger inter

meddleth not.

After a time the three joined the party

in the orchard, and there they hugged that

sailor boy until it was to be marvelled at

that there was anything save his jacket

left of him.

When the welcoming was over, George

took a seat in the midst of them and told

the story of his captivity, which story, I

will try to tell (as nearly as possible) in

his own words. You must fancy that you

see the sun shining down through green

branches on a quiet and joyous group, the
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center of which is the wanderer with his

merry blue eyes, sunburned face, and

head closely covered with nut-brown curls.

“Somehow,” said he, “things went

crookeddy, crookeddy, at Master's. Per

haps my mind had got a twist; anyhow,

I felt as ready to fly at a word as a cat is

to fly at a mouse; and one day I took off

in a huff, went to sea, and left old England

behind me, as you know.

“Trouble followed the ship like a sea

gull, and in the end a great storm came;

the white horses came racin’ on, and we

were wrecked on the African coast—

that's to say, the Cap'en, his little mother

less lass Hattie, and a few of the crew.

The other boat went down.

“It was gettin late when we landed on

a low, sandy shore, hemmed in by reefs like

hedges. We were as wet as fish, cold,

hungry, dog-tired, dead beat, and the first

thing we did was to get food.

“We lit a fire of driftwood, cooked some
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shellfish over it, then explored. Some dis

tance on was a bit of woodland; we lay

down under the trees, by a campfire, and

took turns in keeping watch.

“I was fast asleep, dreamin’ that I was

frightin' the jaybirds off the cherry trees,

when I was awoke by shouts of, “To arms!

To arms! The Leopard Men are upon

us!’

“Never shall I forget the scene I saw

when I started up. Crawling overhead

amongst the dark branches of the trees

were men in spotted skins, the Human

Leopards. Some of 'em had dropped to

the ground and were tusslin’ with our men.

I got my gun and joined in the fray, but

like the rest of my poor mates I was soon

worsted, for our powder was wet.

“Still, we fought with fists and feet, but

the Blackies, with their poisoned arrows,

had the best of it.

“Of all the ship's company that had

landed on that desolate shore, only the
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Captain, Sim Hollingsworth the mate,

Hattie, and I were left alive. And we

were carried away captive!

“What a march that was! When we

halted our captors drove us onwards with

blows! The captain knew their lingo, and

he told me that years ago an old salt had

told him that he had been carried into

captivity to a city in the woods, wherein

was an ivory temple in which stood a

gigantic figure of a black goddess with a

golden breastplate, fashioned like unto a

moth. He (the captain) believed that we

were being taken to this same hidden town,

and asked me in case anything happened

to him to be a brother to poor Hattie. I

promised that I would, and put his mind

at rest.

“After marching over miles of sandy

plain, or veldt, we came to a deep, wide

river, where the canoes were moored. We

were cast into them like bales of cloth, and

as I lay there, aching in every limb, now
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and then kicked like a football by a dark

foot, I prayed to die then and there, so

great was my bitterness of spirit.

“The canoes grounded. We were prod

ded over a great plain. The poor mate

was speared for refusing to move on, and

after a bit the captain flagged, lay down

under a tree and moaned with pain. It

was plain that he was dying.

“‘My boy, said he, “I’m goin’ (as I

humbly hope) to Hattie's mother, and I

ask Our Father in heaven to watch over

my fatherless child and you!'

“I promised to be a brother to her.

“‘God bless you,” said he. “I’ve a snug

little sum in the Providence Banking Co.,

at Norlyun, and you'll find that they'll

give it you if you give this letter. Feel in

my jacket pocket—the right-hand side.”

“I did so, and took a sealed letter. ‘If

my lass should go before you, he went on

feebly, you’ll find you’re not forgotten.

Oh, my God, take a poor sinner to the
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Fatherland, and let him look down on

these lone children from it!”

“With this prayer on his lips he passed

away; and I covered the body with sand,

asked God to take care of it, and led

Hattie, who was dazed, away.

“At last we came to a broad river and

big waterfall, which fell down with a noise

like thunder. Hattie and I were pushed

into a canoe, and when we landed we saw

before us a native town lying bathed in

sunlight. There were rows upon rows of

beehive-shaped huts, or kraals, and in a

grove of palms an ivory temple. It was

borne upon me that we had come to the

mysterious city in the woods, of which the

old salt had spoken, and my knees shook

under me as the people of the town left

their huts and stared at us all agape.

“They drove us on to the Joss House,

and pushed us inside. Hattie, wild with

fear, clung to me.

“‘George!' she screamed. ‘Boy Georgie,
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I’m frit to death. Daddy, Daddy! Come

and take us! Look there! Look there!’

“She pointed to where, at the far end

of the temple, a great black idol stood out

like a block of jet on snow.

“The darkies behind forced us on, and

I put an arm round Hattie, and tried to

say ‘Our Father, for I knew that the idol

was Nishtar, Goddess of Pain and Pun

ishment, and that we were going to be

offered up as victims at her shrine.

“When we got nearer I saw that she

had a golden breastplate, fashioned like a

moth, and beneath her was a stone slab,

in which was a scooped-out hollow. Be

side it stood a dreadful figure, a man in

skins, with long white hair and beard, and

in one hand something that shone bright.

I found afterward that he was the Ma

gician, or Medicine Man, who was waitin’

to sacrifice us to Nishtar. Well, I don’t

know how we should have fared, I dare



Carried Away Captive II.3

say very badly, had not Providence have

saved us by a very little thing.

“Hanging round my neck was an old

verge watch father gave me, which once

on a time had told the hours to grandad,

when George the Third was king. I’d

kept it going, because it seemed a kind of

companion; its merry tick, tick, said:

‘Don’t lose heart; keep up, keep up!’

And as it happened, the good old turnip

saved my life and Hattie's, for when the

old scarecrow tugged at me off came the

ticker. He looked curiously at it, held it

to his ear, then gave it back to me, and fell

down at my feet, and all the darkies be

gan shoutin’ and throwin’ their legs and

arms about.

“I thought of Robinson Crusoe, and

guessed that they thought me a great man.

So I put on a high and mighty air, and

held Hattie tight, lest they should take her

from me. But I found afterward that
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they thought me a ‘Little Obi-Man, and

were afraid to be nasty.

“Didn't I hope and pray that the good

old watch might not stop! As they were

shoutin’ and singin', a tall woman came in

by an opening near the idol, and said:

‘Don’t fear! You are safe for a time. I

am a captive, too, but I’ve lived with

white people at Cape Town, and can look

after the poor girl.’

“The woman, who seemed to us like

some good angel, was a negress, but she

had a whitish-brown skin, her lips were

thinner than our captors', and her hair was

straighter.

“She told me afterward that her name

was Wanderaboo, that her tribe lived far

down the river, and were only waitin’ a

favorable opportunity to march on the

hidden city and take it for themselves.

“She had been stolen and carried into

captivity, as we had been, and was a kind

friend to us. Hattie grew very fond of
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her; indeed, the lass would have died if it

had not been for this Good Samaritan’s

C3I'e.

“I’ve little more to say. One day was

like unto another in this strange heathen

land, and all the years seemed as one long

year. After a weary waitin’ Wanderaboo

told us that her people were comin’. They

had sent her word, by drum taps, along

the river.

“It was life or death for us, was this

comin’ of Wanderaboo's people, for the

cheery tick of the old watch was silent; it

had stopped, and I dreaded our captors

finding it out.

“In Africa it turns dark suddenly;

there's no twilight, and one night, as Hat

tie and Italked of old England, the deliv

erers came—the brown people who were

kinsmen of our friend. With them was a

party of Whites—traders in search of

ivory. They surrounded the city, con
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quered the Human Leopards, took their

temple, and freed us!

“‘Listen to the beautiful drums: Tap,

tap! bang, bang! said Hattie, and then

she on her knees and fell to praying. It

was home at last!

“The white men were very kind to us,

and one of them sailed with us to Eng

land, and took the captain's orphan

daughter to his own wife and family in

London. I came straight here, and I feel

like the Prodigal, if he'd been ship

wrecked, and after living in slavery, come

home to mother and freedom!”



CHAPTER X

A FEW LAST WORDS

OME there are who may like to know

what became of the Little Lady of

Thurn Hall. |

Well, when she was of an age to do

so, she married George Gray (who learned

farming after his homecoming), and she

and her husband lived in the old Hall with

the Squire; and the poor, the aged, the

sick said softly, “God bless her!” when

they spoke her name. And when Mrs.

Gray told strangers how her husband

brought the lonely “little foreigner” home

in the cart one night in the long ago, she

generally finished her story by saying:

“Yes, when we opened the door to Ducky,

we did it to an angel unawares.”

Those who have felt an interest in queer

little Griggs may like to know that he be
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came the hero of his village, than which I

can not imagine a prouder position, for he

entered the army as a drummer boy, and

helped to fasten the powder bags on the

old red gates of Delhi during the Indian

Mutiny. So when he came back to the

Corn Land, he wore the Pointed Star on

his breast, and one of the first to say,

“Welcome home!” was the Little Lady of

Thurn Hall.
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GENERAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF

THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. Abridged. GIGoT. met,

GENERAL PRINCIPLES OF THE RELIGIOUS

LIFE. VERHEYEN. net,

GENTLEMAN, A. Manners and Social Usages. EGAN.

GIFT OF THE KING, THE. An Explanation of the

Mass for Children.

GLORIES AND #IUMPHs OF THE CATHOLIC

CHURCH, THE.

GLORIES OF DIVINE GRACE, THE. ScHEEBEN. met,

GLORIES OF MARY. Vols. I and II., LIGuoRI. Each, net,

GLORIES OF MARY. Popular edition.

GLORIES OF THE SACRED HEART. HAUSHERR, S.J.

GOD, CHRIST AND THE CHURCH. HAMMER.

GOFFINE'S DEVOUT INSTRUCTIONS.

GOLDEN SANDS. Counsels for the Sanctification

and Happiness of Daily Life. 3 vols. Each, met,

GREAT MEANS OF SALVATION, THE LIGUoRI. net,

GREAT SUPPER, THE. Discourses on Weekly Com

munion. Coubf: # *t

GR's Tö fHE CHRIST CHILD. Poems for

1iciren.

GROWTH AND DEVELOPMENT OF THE CATH

OLIC SCHOOL SYSTEM IN THE UNITED

STATES. Burns.

GUIDE FOR SACRISTANS. 7te

HANDBOOK OF THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION.

WILMERs, #- net,

HARMONY OF THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. HEUSER. net,

HELPS TO A SPIRITUAL LIFE. ScHNEIDER.

HIDDEN TREASURE; or, The Value and Excellence

of Holy Mass. BLEssed LEoNARD. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. AlzoG.

et,

met,

et,

et,

et,

met,

t,
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HIST6: OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. BusingER

net,

NAN. 8vo. net, 2 00



HISTORY OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. BusingER

Brennan. 12mo.

Hist'y OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH. BruecK.

vols.

HISTORY OF ECONOMICS. Dewe.

HISTORY OF THE MASS. O’Brien.

Hiš' OF THE PROTESTANT REFORMATION.

oBBETT.

HOLY EUCHARIST AND FREQUENT AND DAILY

COMMUNION. O'CoNNELL. Paper, 0.25; Cloth,

HOLY EUCHARIST, THE LIGUoRI.

HOLY HOUR, THE KEILEY.

HOLY MASS, THE LIGuori.

HOLY VIATICUM OF LIFE AS OF DEATH, THE.

A provision for the journey of life as well as of

death. DEVER.

HOLY WEEK, COMPLETE, OFFICE OF. Cheap

Edition, cloth, net, 0.20; Cloth,

HOW Tô CôMFÖRT THE SićK. KREBs.

HOW TO MAKE THE MISSION.

INCARNATION, BIRTH, AND INFANCY OF

CHRIST. Liguori.

INDEX TO LIGUORI WORKS.

IN HEAVEN WE KNOW OUR OWN. For those

who have lost dear ones # death. - BLOT, S.J.

INS:#ions FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS.

CHMITT.

INSTRUCTIONS ON THE COMMANDMENTS AND

SACRAMENTS. LIGuoRI. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

INSTRUCTIONS ON MARRIAGE, POPU L.A. R.

GIRARDEY. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

INSTRUCTIONS ON PRAYER, POPULAR.

GIRARDEY. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

INSTRUCTIONS TO PARENTS, POPULA. R.

GIRARDEY. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

IN:QR OF JESUS AND MARY. GRou, S.J.

vols.

ESUS LIVING IN THE PRIEST. MILLET-BYRNE.

ADY, A. Manners and Social Usages... BUGG.

LAWS OF THE SAVIOUR. Talks on the Command

ments for Children. - -

1.ESSONS OF THE SAVIOUR. Christ’s Miracles

Described for Children.

LETTERS OF ST. ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. 5 vols.

Each,

LIFE OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. RoHNER

BRENNAN.

LIFE OF CHRIST. BUSINGER-BRENNAN. Profusely

illustrated.

LIFE OF CHRIST. Cochem-HAMMER.

LIFE OF CHRIST. Adapted from BusinGER. MULLETT.

LIFE OF SISTER ANNE KATHARINE EMMERICH.

McGowan.

IIFE OF VEN. CRESCENTIA HOSS.

LIGHT FOR NEW TIMES. A Book for Catholic

Young Women. FLETCHER:

met,

net,

net,

net,

net,

net,

net,

net,

net,

met,

net,

net,

wet,

net, 1

met,

met,

met,
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Liq'i. COMPLETE WORKS. Vols. I-XXII.

aCil,

LITTLE MASS BOOK. LYNcH.

net, 50

05



Li',3'Ice OF THE IMMACULATE CON.

LIVES OF THE SAINTS. Adapted from ALBAN

Butler.

LIVES OF THE SAINTS FOR CHILDREN. BERTHoLD.

LIVES OF THE SAINTS, PICTORIAL. SHEA.

Illustrated.

LIVES OF THE SAINTS, SHORT. DoNNELLY.

Li\# £a THE SAINTS, LITTLE PICTORIAL.

ustrated.

LOURDES. Its Inhabitants, Its Pilgrims and Miracles.

CláRKE, S.J.
MANUAL OF HOMILETICS AND CATECHETICS.

Schuech. net,

MANUAL OF MORAL THEOLOGY. SLATER, S.J.

Vols. I and II. CI1, fg

MANUAL OF SELF-KNOWLEDGE AND CHRIS

#Ne£FECTION. HENRY, C.SS.R. Paper,

0.25; oth,

MANUAL OF THEOLOGY FOR THE LAITY.

GEIERMANN, C.SS.R. Paper, 0.25; Cloth,

MARY HELP OF CHRISTIANS. Instructions, Le

gends, Novenas, and Prayers. HAMMER.

MARY THE QUEEN. A Life of the Blessed Virgin

for Children.

MEANS OF GRACE. ... Complete Explanation of the

Sacraments. Fully illustrated. Rolfus-BRAENDLE.

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. Baxter. met,

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. HAMoN. 5 vols. net,

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY. VERcRUYsse, S.J.

2 vols. viet,

MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY OF MONTH.

Nepveu-RYan. net,

MEDITATIONS FOR MONTHLY RETREATS. For

Religious. met,

Mi'ions FOR RETREATS. St. Francis DE

ALES. met,

MEDITATIONS FOR THE USE OF THE SECULAR

CLERGY. 2 vols. CHAIGNoN, S.J. *et,

MEDITATIONS ON THE LIFE, THE TEACHINGS,

AND THE PASSION OF JESUS CHRIST. ILG.

2 ls. *

MEbi'TIONs on THE MONTH of our LADY.
MULLANEY. . . net,

MEDITATIONS ON THE PASSION. By a Passionist.

MEDITATIONS ON THE SUFFERINGS OF JESUS

CHRIST. Perinaldo. met,

MIDDLE, AGES, THE. Sketches covering the period

from the fifth to the fifteenth century. SHAHAN. net,

MISCELLANY. LIGUoRI. *et,

MOMENTS BEFORE THE TABERNACLE. Prayers

and Aspirations. RUSSELL *g. *

Mo', LITTLE, OF THE SOULS IN PURGA- t

• rtet,

MONTH OF MAY, LITTLE. *et,

MONTH, NEW, OF THE HOLY ANGELS. Sr.

FRANCIs DE SALES.

MORAL PRINCIPLES AND MEDICAL PRACTICE.

CoPPENs, S.J. *16t,

et,
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MORE SPIRITUAL READINGS FOR MARY'S

CHILD
- REN. Madame Cecilia.

MY FIRST COMMUNION. The Happiest Day of My

Life. BUCHMANN-BRENNAN. viet,

NEW TESTAMENT. 32mo, flexible cloth, net,

NEW TESTAMENT. Illustrated. met,

NEW TESTAMENT. (India Paper.) Leather, gold

edges, met,

NEW TESTAMENT. 12mo.

OUR OWN WILL and How to Detect it in Our

Actions. ALLEN. met,

ou's OF NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY.

IGOT. net,

OUTLINES OF SERMONS FOR YOUNG MEN

AND YOUNG WOMEN. ScHUEN. net,

PARADISE ON EARTH; or, A Religious Vocation

the Surest Way in Life. 'Narai.e. -- net,

PARISH PRIEST ON DUTY, THE. EUSER. net,

PASSION AND DEATH OF JESUS CHRIST.

LIGUoRI. met,

PASTORAL THEOLOGY. STANG. rtet

PATRON SAINTS FOR CATHOLIC YOUTH. Illus

trated. Vols. I, II, III. Mannix. Each,

PATRON SAINTS FOR CATHOLIC YOUTH. Illus

trated. MANNIx. Cn,

St. Agnes, St.£ St. Anne, St. Anthony, St. Blase,

St. Bernard, St. Bridget, St. Catharine, St. Cecilia, St.

Charles, St. Clare, St. Elizabeth, St. Francis Xavier,

St. Helena, St. Joseph, St. Louis, St. Margaret, St.

Martin of Tours, St. Michael, St. Monica, St.

Patrick, St. Philip £eri, St. Rose of Lima, St. Teresa.

PEARLS FROM FABER. Selections from His Works.

BRUNowe.

PERFECT RELIGIOUS, THE. D’ORLEAN's DE LA

net,

|

50

75

60

80

50

85

50

00
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60

50

50

60

10

Motte.

PHILOSOPHIA MORALI, DE. Russo. net,

POLITICAL AND MORAL ESSAYS. R1cKABY, S.J. net,

PRAXIS SYNODALIS. net,

PREACHING. LIGUORi. net,

PREPARATION FOR DEATH. LIGUorr. net,

PRINCIPLES, ORIGIN AND ESTABLISHMENT

OF THE CATHOLIC SCHOOL SYSTEM IN

THE U. S. BURNs. net,

PRIVATE RETREAT FOR RELIGIOUS. GEIER

MANN, C.SS.R. net,

PULPIT SKETCHES. Outlines of Sermons. LAM

BERT. -

QUEEN'S FESTIVALS, THE. . Instructions on the

Feasts of the Blessed Virgin for Children.

REASONABLENESS OF CATHOLIC CEREMONIES

AND PRACTICES. BURKE. Paper, 0.15; Cloth,

RELIGIOUS STATE, THE LIGuori. met,

RETREATS FoR. SfSTERS, Twó, WIRTH, ... net,
kiGHTS OF ÖtjR LITTLE ÓNES. Ón education.

Conway, S.J.

RI'''CôāPENDIOSUM, sacristy Ritual. -- net,
ROMAN CURIA AS IT NOW EXISTS. MaRTIN, S.J. net,

RDSARY,THE. Instructions on the Rosary for young

men and women. GAREscHf, S.J. met,

met,

net,

75

50

25

60

35

05

50

50



ROMA. Ancient, Subterranean, and Modern Rome in

Word and Picture. By Rev. ALBERT KUHN, O.S.B.,

D.D. Preface by CARDINAL GIBBoNs. 18 bi-monthly

parts, each 0.85 postpaid. Subscription by the year,
6 parts, 2.00; complete work, 6.00. 938 text illus

trations, 40 full-page illustrations, 3 plans of Rome

in colors. . The best and most thorough production

of its kind.

ROSARY, THE CROWN OF MARY. THE.

#üji ES ÓF fift FOR THE FASTóR ÖF SOULS.
LATER-RAUCH. met,

SACRAMENTALS. The Sacramentals of the Church

xplained. LAMBING. Paper, 0.20; Cloth,

SACRED HEART STUDIED IN THE SACRED

SCRIPTURES, THE. SAINTRAIN, C.SS.R.

SACRIFICE OF THE MASS WORTHILY CELE.

BRATED. CHAIGNON, S.J.

SAINTS AND PLACES. Ayscough. Description of
Italy’s most historic #5 22 full-page illustrations. net,

ST. ANTHON.Y. ANECDOTES AND EXAMPLES.

ELLER.

ST. ANTHONY, THE SAINT OF THE WHOLE

WORLD- ARD.

SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSISI: SOCIAL RE

FORMER. DUBois.

SECRET OF SANCTITY. CRASSET.

SERMONS FOR CHILDREN OF MARY. CALLERIo. net,

SERMONS FOR CHILDREN’S MASSES. FRAssi

NETTI. met,

SERMONS FOR SUNDAYS. LIGUoRI. net,

SERMONS FOR THE SUNDAYS AND CHIEF

FESTIVALS OF THE ECCLESIASTICAL YEAR.

2 vols. PottgeissER. net,

SERMONS FROM THE LATINS. BAxTER. met,

SERMONS, FUNERAL. WIRTH. Vols. I and II.

met,ach,

SERMONS, LENTEN. WIRTH. net,

SERMONS, NEW AND OLD. WIRTH. 8 vols. Each, net,

SERMONS ON THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

ScHEURER-LASANCE. met,

SF'S ON THE DEVOTION TO THE SACRED
RT. Six. BIERBAUM. ote

SERMONS, SHORT, FOR LOW MASSES. ScHoupPE. met,

SERMONS, SHORT. HUNOLT. 5 vols. (WIRTH.)

Each,

SHORT CONFERENCES ON THE SACRED HEART.

BRINKMEYER. net,

SHORT COURSE IN CATHQLIC DOCTRINE...For
Non-Catholics #"#"&#se with Catholics.

SHORT HISTORY OF MORAL T H E O L OGY.

SLATER, #5 *

SHORT MEDITATIONS FOR E V E R Y DAY.

LASAUSSE.

SHORT STORIES ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. net,

**#& INSTRUCTIONS FOR FIRST COM

SOCIALISM AND CHRISTIANITY. STANG. net,

SOCIALISM: ITS THEORETICAL BASIS AND

PRACTICAL APPLICATION. CATHREIN, S.J. net,

et,

et,

t
*

10

75

50

50

50

50

75

50

50

50

50

50

00

00

00

00

50

75

25

00

75

10

50

50

00

05

00

50



SOCIALISM, MORALITY OF MODERN. MING, S.J. net,

SöCIALISM, RELIGION AND CHARACTERISTICS

OF. Ming $3; met,

SOUVENIR ÖF filE NOVITIATE. met,

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF

HE OLD TESTAMENT. Part I. GIGot. *

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF

THE OLD TESTAMENT. Part II. GIGot. *

SPIRAGO’S METHOD OF CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE.

MEssMER. net,

SPIRITUAL CONSIDERATIONS. BUCKLER, O.P. met,

SFI'sponDENCY AND TEMPTATIONS.

ICHEL, S.J. *t

SPIRITUAL #xercises FOR A TEN DAYS’ RE

TREAT. SMEtanA. C.SS.R. net,

s'##### AND SALT. STANG. Paper,

.2d 3 oth,

SPIRIT ÖF SACRIFICE AND THE LIFE OF SAC

RIFICE IN THE RELIGIOUS STATE. GIRAUD

et,

et,

et,

THURSTon.

SPOILING THE DIVINE FEAST. ZULUEta.

STORIES FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. KELLER. net,

STORIES OF THE MIRACLES OF OUR LORD,

THE.

STORY OF THE DIVINE CHILD. LINGs.

STQRY OF THE FRIENDS, OF JESUS.

STORY OF JESUS. Simply Told for the Young.

R. MULHolland.

STRIVING AFTER PERFECTION. BAYMA. net,

SUNDAY-SCHOOL DIRECTOR'S GUIDE. SLoAN. net,

SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER'S GUIDE. SLOAN. net,

SURE WAY TO A HAPPY MARRIAGE. Paper, 0.15;

loth,

TALKS WITH THE LITTLE ONES ABOUT THE

APOSTLES’ CREED.

THEORY AND PRACTICE OF THE CONFES

SIONAL. Schieler-Heuser. net

THOUGHTS AND AFFECTIONS ON THE PASSION

OF JESUS CHRIST FOR EVERY DAY IN THE

YEAR. Bergamo. net,

THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. LAsANCE. net,

TRAINING OF CHILDREN. MADAME CECILIA. net,

TRUE POLITENESS, LETTERS ON. DEMoRE. net,

TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. LIGUOR1.

TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. Vols. I and II.

LIGUoRI. Each,

VENERATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

RoHNER-BRENNAN.

VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS. LIGuoRI. met,

VIGIL HOUR. RYAN, S.J.

VISIT TO EUROPE AND THE HOLY LAND.

FAIRBanks. -

VOCATIONS EXPLAINED.

WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper,

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Eucharistic

ethod.

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method of ST.

FRANCIs AssIsI.

met,

net,

|



way OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method Jesuit

ATHER.

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method ST.

ALPHonsus LIGuoRI.

WAY OF SALVATION AND OF PERFECTION.

Meditations. LIGUoRI. met,

WAY OF INTERIOR PEACE. BRUCKER. met,

WHAT CATHOLICS HAVE DONE FOR SCIENCE.

BRENNAN. net,

wi: #.CHURCH TEACHES. DRURY. Paper,

.26; ot

WHAT TIMES!... WHAT MORALS1 SeMPLE, S.J.

Paper, 0.15; Cloth

WITH CHRIST, MY FRIEND. Sloan. met,

NOVELS, POETRY, ETC.

AGATHA’S HARD SAYING. Rosa MULHollanD.

BACK TO THE WORLD. CHAMPOL. net,

BEST STORIES BY THE FOREMOST CATHOLIC

AUTHORS. 10 vols.

BLACK BROTHERHOOD, THE. GARRoLD, S.J. met,

BOND AND FREE. Connor.

BUT THY LOVE AND THY GRACE. FINN, S.J.

BY THE BLUE RIVER. I. CLARKE. net,

CARROLL DARE. WAGGAMAN.

CIRCUS RIDER'S DAUGHTER. BRACKEL.

CONNOR D’ARCY'S STRUGGLES. BERTHoLDs.

CORINNE'S VOW. WAGGAMAN.

DAUGHTER OF KINGS, A. HINKson.

DION AND THE SYBILS. M. KEon.

FABIOLA. WIseman. Illustrated.

FABIOLA’S SISTERS. CLARKE.

FATAL BEACON. BRACKEL.

FAUSTULA. AYscouGH. net,

FLOWERS OF THE CLOISTER. Poems. SISTER

La MoTTE.

FORGIVE AND FORGET. LINGEN.

FRIENDLY LITTLE HOUSE, THE, AND OTHER

STORIES. TAGGARt.

HEARTS OF GOLD. EDHoR.

HEIRESS OF CRONENSTEIN, THE HAHN-HAHN.

HER BLIND FOLLY. Holt.

HER FATHER'S DAUGHTER. Hinkson.

HER JOURNEY'S END. CookE.

IDOLS. NavERY.

IN GOD’S GOOD TIME. Ross. 1.

IN THE DAYS OF KING HAL. TAGGARt.

“KIND HEARTS AND CORONETS.” Harrison.

LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER. MARIE.

LIGHT OF HIS COUNTENANCE, THE HARTE.

LITTLE CARDINAL, THE. PARR.

LINKED LIVES. OUGLAS.

MARCELLA GRACE. Rosa MULHoLLAND. -

MARIAE COROLLA. Poems on the Blessed Virgin.

HILL.

MELCHIOR OF BOSTON. EARLs. -

MIGHTY FRIEND, THE. L’ERMITE. . net,

MIRROR OF SHALOTT, THE. Benson. net,

.



MISS ERIN. Francis.

MONK'S PARDON, THE. NAVERY.

MR. BILLY BUTTONS. LeckY.

MY LADY BEATRICE. Cooke.

NOT A JUDGMENT. Keon.

OTHER MISS LISLE, THE. MARTIN.

OUT OF BONDAGE. Holt.

OUTLAW OF CAMARGUE, THE. De LaMothE.

PASSING SHADOWS. YorkE.

PASSION FLOWERS. Poems.

“PAT.” H1N kson.

HILL.

PERE MONNIER'S WARD. LecKY.

PILKINGTON HEIR, THE. SADLIER.

PRISONERS’ YEARS. CLARKE.

PRODIGAL’S DAUGHTER, THE BUGG.

RED INN AT ST. LYPHAR, THE. SADLIER.

RöKD BEYöNij THE TöWN, THE, ANíð OTHER
POEMS. EARLs.

*set,

rtet,

ROMANCE OF A PLAYWRIGHT, THE. BoRNIER.

ROSE OF THE WORLD. MARTIN.

ROUND TABLE OF AMERICAN CATHOLIC NOV

ELISTS.

ROUND TABLE OF IRISH AND ENGLISH CATH

OLIC NOVELISTS.

ROUND TABLE OF GERMAN CATHOLIC NOV

ELISTS

ROUND TABLE OF FRENCH CATHOLIC NOv.

ELISTS.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

ROUND THE WORLD SERIES.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol.

Vol

I.

II.

III.

IV.

V.

VI.

VII.

VIII.

IX.

X.

A series of

interesting

articles on a

great variety

of subjects of

much educa

tional value.

Profusely il

lustrated.

RÚi ER OF THE KINGijóM THE KEoN.

SECRET OF THE GREEN VASE, THE. Cooke.

SHADOW OF EVERSLEIGH, THE. LansdownE.

SO AS BY FIRE. Connor.

SOGGARTH AROON. GUINAN.

SON OF SIRO, THE. CoPUs.

SöNGS AND SONNETS. EGAN.

STORY OF CECILIA, THE HINKsoN.

STUORE. EArls.

TEMPEST OF THE HEART, THE. GRAY.

TEST OF COURAGE, THE. Ross.

THAT MAN’S DAUGHTER. Ross.

THEIR CHOICE. SKINNER.

THROUGH THE DESERT. SIENKrewicz.

TRAINING OF SILAS. DEv1.NE, S.J.

TRUE STORY OF MASTER GERARD, THE.

SADLIER.

TURN OF THE TIDE, THE GRAY.

UNBIDDEN GUEST, THE. CookE.

met,

UNRAVELLING OF A TANGLE, THE. TAGGART.

UP IN ARDMUIRLAND. BARRETT. met,



VOCATION OF EDWARD CONWAY. THE. EGAN. 1 25

WARGRAVE TRUST, THE REID. 1 25

WAY THAT LED BEYOND. THE. Harrison. 1 25

WEDDING BELLS OF GiENDALÖUGH, THE.

EARLs. met, 1 35

WHEN LOVE IS STRONG. KEON. 1 25

WOMAN OF FORTUNE. CHRISTIAN REID. 1 25

WORLD WELL LOST, THE. Robertson. 0 75

JUVENILES.

ALTHEA. NIRDLINGER. 0

ADVENTURE WITH THE APACHES, AN. FERRY. 0.

AS GOLD IN THE FURNACE. CoPUs. 0

AS TRUE AS GOLD. MANNIx. 0

BELL FOUNDRY, THE. ScHAcHING. 0.

BERKLEYS, THE WIGHT. 0

BEST FOOT FORWARD, THE FINN. 0 85

BETWEEN FRIENDS. AUMERLE. 0 85

BISTOURI. MELANDRI. 0

BLISSYLVANIA POST-OFFICE, THE. TAGGART. 0

BOB-O’-LINK. WAGGAMAN. 0

BROWNIE AND I. AumERLE. 0

BUNT AND BILL. C. MULHolland. 0

BY BRANSCOME RIVER, TAGGART. 0

CAPTAIN TED. WAGGAMAN. 0

CAVE BY THE BEECH FORK, THE. SPALDING, 0 85

CHARLIE CHITTYWICK. BEARNE. 0 85

CHILDREN OF CUPA. MANNIx. 0 45

CHILDREN OF THE LOG CABIN. DeLaMare. 0 85

CLARE LORAINE. “LEE.” 0 85

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT. FINN. 0 85

COLLEGE BOY, A. York.E. 0 85

CUPA. REVISITED. MANNix. 0 45

DADDY DAN. WAGGAMAn. 0 45

DEAR FRIENDS. NIRDLINGER. 0 60

DIMPLING'S SUCCESS. C. Mulholland. 0 45

DOLLAR HUNT, THE. E. C. Martin. 4) 45

#THEI REI5 FRESTöN. FiNN. 0 85

EVERY-DAY GIRL, AN. Crowley. 0 45

FAIRY OF THE SNöws, THE FINN, S.J. 0 85

FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES. 0. 50

FLOWER OF THE FLOCK. EGAN. 0 85

FOR THE WHITE ROSE. HINKson. 0 45

FREDDY CARR'S ADVENTURES. GARRold. 0 85

FREDDY CARR AND HIS FRIENDS. GARRolo, 0 85

FRED’S LITTLE DAUGHTER. S. T. SMITH. 0 45

GOLDEN LILY, THE HINKsoN. 0 45

GREAT CAPTAIN, THE HINKsoN. - 0 45

GUILD BOYS OF RIDINGDALE. - BEARNE, S.J. 0 85

HALDEMAN CHILDREN, THE. MANNIx. 0 45

HARMONY FLATS. WHITMIRE. 0 85

HARRY DEE. FINN, S.J. O 85

HARRY RUSSELL. CoPUs, S.J. 0 85

HEIR OF DREAMS, AN. O’MAlley. 0 45

#iš FIf ST AND EAST APPEARANCE. FINN, S.J. 1 00

HOSTAGE OF WAR. BonesTEEL. 0 45

HOW THEY WORKED THEIR WAY. EGAN. O 85

IN QUEST OF THE GOLDEN CHEST. BART.ox. 1 *15



“JACK.”

ACK HILDRETH ON THE NILE. TAGGART.

ACK O’LANTERN. WAGGAMAN.

UNIORS OF ST. BEDE'S. Bryson.

UVENILE ROUND TABLE. First Series.

UVENILE ROUND TABLE. Second Series.

UVENILE ROUND TABLE. Third Series.

LONDIKE PICNIC, A. DoNNELLY.

LEGENDS AND STQRIES OF THE CHILD JESUS
FROM MANY LANDS. Lutz.

LITTLE APOSTLE ONCRUTCHES, THE. DELAMARE.

#TTÉÉ GIki. FROM BACK £AŠf,"fHé."for £

iiffi: MARSHALES ATTHE LARE Niro'Rot r

LITTLE MISSY. WAGGAMAn.

LOYAL BLUE AND ROYAL SCARLET. TAGGART,

MADCAP SET AT ST. ANNE’S, THE BRUNowe.

MAKiNG 65 MöRTEAKE, THé. Corus, S. j.

MARKS OF THE BEAR CLAWS, THE. SPALDING, S.J.
MARY TRACY'S FORTUNE. SADLIER.

MELOR OF THE SILVER HAND. BEARNE, S.J.

MILLY AVELING. S. T. Smith.

MORE FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES.

MOSTLY BOYS. FINN #.
iMYSTERIóUS DOORWAY. THE SADLIER.

iMYSTERY 6F CLEVERLY. THE #ro.

iMYSTERY Öf HöRNÉY HALL THE SADLIER.
NAN NOBODY. WAGGAMan.

NED RIEDER. WeHs.

NEW BOYS AT RIDINGDALE, THE BEARNE, S.J.

REW SCHöLAR AT ST. ANNE'S, THE #ow:
OLD CHARLMONT'S SEED BED. S. T. SMITH.

QLD MILL QN THE WITHROSE. SPALDING, S.J.

OUR LADY'S LUTENIST. BEARNE, S.J.

PANCHO AND PANCHITA. Mannix.

PAULINE ARCHER. SADLIER.

PERCY WYNN, FINN, S.J.

PERIL OF DIONYSIO. ANNIX.

PETRONILLA, AND OTHER STORIES. DoNNELLY.

PICKLE AND PEPPER. Dorsey.

PILGRIM FROM IRELAND, A. CARNOT.

PLAYWATER PLOT. WAGGAMAn.

POVERINA. BUcKenHAM.

UEEN'S PAGE, THE. Hinkson.

UEEN'S PRöMISE, THE "W.C.GAMAN.

ACE FOR COPPER ISLAND, THE. SPALDING, S.J.

RECRUIT TOMMY COLLINS. Bonesteel.

RIDINGDALE FLOWER SHOW. BEARNE, S.J.

RöMANCE OF THE SiiWER SHOóN. "BEA's, S.J.
SEA-GULLS’ ROCK, THE. SAndeau.

SEVEN LITTLE MARSHALLS, THE NIxon-Roulxr.

SHADOWS_LIFTED. CoPUs, S.J.

SHEER PLUCK. BEARNE, S.J.

SHERIFF OFTHE BEECH FORK, THE. SPALDING, S.J.

ST. CUTHBERT'S. CoPUs, S.J.

STRöNGARM OF AVALóN." WAGGAMAN.

SUGAR-CAMP AND AFTER, THE. SPALDING, S.J.

SUMMER AT WOODVILLE, A. SADLIER.

T# AND LEGENDS OF THE MIDDLE AGES.

ELLA.

:

#|



TALISMAN, THE. Sadr IER. 6 66

TAMING OF POLLY, THE. DorsRY. 0 85

THAT FOOTBALL GAME. Finn # © 85

THREE GIRLS AND ESPECIALLY ÖNE. Tacnaar. O 45

TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT. Mother Salome. o 85

TOM LOSELY: BOY. CoPUs, S 0 85

TOM'S LUCK-POT. Waggaman. 0 45

TOM PLAYFAIR. FINN, S.J. 0 85

TOORALLADDY. Walsh. 0 45

TRANSPLANTING OF TESSIE, THE. WAGGAMAn. 0 60

TREASURE OF NUGGET MOUNTAIN, THE.

TAGGART. 0 85

TWO LITTLE GIRLS. MacK. 0 45

VIO L IN MAKER OF MITTENWALD, THE.

SchacRING. 0.45

WAYWARD WINIFRED. SADLIER. 0 85

WINNETOU, THE APACHE KNIGHT. Taggart. 0 85

WITCH OF RIDINGDALE, THE. BEARNE, S.J. 0 85

YOUNG COLOR GUARD, THE. BonesTeel. 0 45

BENZIGER'S STANDARD FIFTY-CENT LIBRARY FOR

EVERYBODY

Novels and Religious Books by the best . Catholic Authors.

Copyright books. Substantially and attractively bound in cloth.

Complete list of books in library sent on application. Each

volume, $0.50.

CATHOLIC LIBRARIES

Books of Religious Instruction, Novels, and Juveniles, put up
in libraries of 10, 12, and 20 volumes, at $10.00, $12.00, and

15.00. Payable on the Easy Payment Plan of $1.00 down and

1.00 a month. List of libraries sent on application.

SCHOOLBOOKS.

Catechisms, Readers (The Catholic National Readers, The

New Century Readers), Charts, Spellers, Grammar, Bible. History,

United States Histories, Benziger's, Advanced Geography, Ben
ziger's£ Graded Arithmetics, Three-Book

Series of Arithmetics, Hymnbook, etc., etc. Complete list sent

on application.

PRAYER-BOOKS

Complete illustrated catalogue will be sent on application.

Sizes of books in inches: 48mo, about 334 x 2.34; large 48mo,

about 4 x 2%; small 82mo, about 4% x 3; 32mo, about 434 x 3%;

oblong 32mo, about 5% x 3%; 24mo, about 5% x 334; oblong

24mo, about 5% x 3%; 16mo, about 6% x 4%; small 12mo, 7 x 5.

FATHER LASANCE'S PRAYER-BOOKS

Leather.

Cloth. Gilt.

Y PRAYER-BQQK: HAPPINESS IN

GOODNESS. Reflections, Counsels, Prayers

and Devotions, -16mo: .. 1 25 1 75-2 50

MY PRAYER-BOOK. India Paper edition.

16mo. 2 00-5 00

MY PRAYER:BOOK. India Paper edition.

With Epistles and Gospels. 16mo. 2 25-2 75



Leather,

Cloth. Gilt.

BLESSED SACRAMENT BOOK. offers a

££ '',of prayers£
any other book in English. rge 1 . 1 50 2 00–4

wi' GOD. A Book of #ay:'n'# 50

flections. 16mo. 1 25 1 75-5 0THE YOUNG MAN'S GUIDE. For manly o

boys and young men. Oblong 24mo. 0 75 1 25-1 75

THE CATHOLIC GIRL'S GUIDE. Counsels

for Girls in the Ordinary Walks of Life

and in Particular for the Children of

Mary. $#&#":
PRA'É-Böö: OR RELIGIOUS.. A com

plete manual of prayers for members of

all religious communities. Small 12mo, net, 1 50 2 50

THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE.

Reflections on the General Principles of

the Religious Life, on Perfect arity.

Small 12mo. met,

VISITS TO JESUS IN THE TABERNACLE.

Hours and Half-Hours of Adoration be

fore the Blessed Sacrament. 16mo. 1 25 1 75-2 75

MANUAL OF THE HOLY EUCHARIST.

Conferences on the Blessed. Sacrament and
Eucharistic Devotions. Oblong 24mo. 0 75 1 25

SHORT VISITS TO THE BLESSED SAC

RAMENT. Oblong 32mo. 0 25 0 60

MASS DEVOTIONS, AND READINGS ON

THE MA Twelve methods of hearing

1 25 1 75-2 50

1 50 2 50

Mass. #"# 24mo. 0 75 1 25

THE SACRED HEART BOOK. Ob. 24mo. 0 75 i 25

LITTLE MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY.

Oblong 32mo. 0 25 0 60

A £is'EPARATION FoR FIRST
HOLY COMMUNION. 16mo. 0 75 1 25

PRAYER-BOOKS FOR GENERAL USE

At; FOR JESUS. With Epistles and Gospels. 0

mall 32mo.

BREAD OF LIFE, THE A Complete Com

munion Book for Catholics. By Rev. F.

WILLAM. Oblong 24mo. 0 75 1 25

COME, LET_US ADORE. A Eucharistic

Manual. By Rev. B. HAMMER, .M.

Small 32mo.

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS BY ST.

ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. A Complete

Manual of Pious Exercises for Every Day,

Every Week, and Every Month. WARD.

16mo.

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR THE

SICK ROOM. A Book for Every Catholic

Family. By REv. J. A. KREBs, C.SS.R.

12mo. 1 25

DOMINICAN MISSION BOOK. By a

Dominican Father. 16mo. 0 75 1 50-2 00

30 0 40-6 so

0 75 1 35

1 25 t "G



Leather.

EUCHARISTIC SO U L ELEVATIONS.

Thoughts and Texts Gleaned from Holy

Writ. By REv. W. F. STADELMAN, C.S.Sp.

Oblong 24mo.

FLöw's QF PIETY. Approved Prayers

for Catholics. 48mo.

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. THoMAs

EMPIs. With Reflections. 32mo.

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE THoMAs

A Kempis. Without Reflections. 32mo.

FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. . By
THomíAs A Kempis. Illustrated. India

Paper, Edition de Luxe. 32mo. -

GARLAND OF PRAYER, THE. Contains

Nuptial Mass. 32mo. - -

GOLDEN KEY TO HEAVEN. With Epistles

and Gospels. Small 32mo.

HELP FOR THE POOR SOULS IN PUR

GATORY. AcKERMANN. Small 32mo.

HOLY HOUR OF ADORATION, THE. By

RIGHT Rev. W. STANG, D.D.. Oblong 24mo.

IMITATION OF THE BLESSED.VIRGIN.
After the model of the “Imitation of

Christ.” Small 32mo.

IM''' OF THE SACRED HEART

ESUS. Arnoudt, #v 16mo. met,

INTRODUCTION TO A DEVOUT LIFE.

y ST. FRANCIs DE SALEs. Small 32mo.

KEY OF HEAVEN, THE. With Epistles

and Gospels. 48mo.

LITTLE ASS BOOK. By RIGHT REv.

MGR. J. S. M. LYNCH. Paper. 32mo.

MANUAL OF THE HOLY NAME. 24mo.

MANUAL OF THE SACRED HEART,

NEW. Oblong 24mo.

MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY, NEW. 32mo.

MANUAL OF ST. JOSEPH, LITTLE. By

MGR. A. A. LINGs. Oblong 82mo.

MISSION-BOOK FOR THE MARRIED. By

Rev. F. GIRARDEY, C.SS.R. 32mo.

MISSION:BööK FOR THE SINGi E. By
REv. F. GIRARDEY, C.SS.R. 32mo.

MISSION BööK OF THE REDEMPTO.

RIST FATHERS, THE. 82mo.

MISSION REMEMBRANCE OF THE RE

DEMPTORIST FATHERS. By Rev. P.

GEIERMANN. 32mo.

OFFICE OF THE HOLY WEEK. 16mo.

OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By RIGHT

REv. MGR. A. A. LINGs. Oblong 24mo.

OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By RIGHT

REv. MGB. A. A., LINGs. India Paper
edition. Oblong 24mo.

OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. By RIGHT

REv. MGR. A. A. LINGs. Oblong 24mo.

OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. LINGs. India

aper edition. Oblong 24mo.

Cloth.

0 40

0 35

0 30

0 60

0 60

0 60

1.25

0. 50

0 25

0 05

0 50

0 35

0 50

0 25

0 50

0. 50

0 50

0 50

0 45

0 75

Gilt.

0 90

0 30-3 25

0 60-2 00

0 55-1 75

1 25-3 75

1 25-4 50

0 60–1 80

1 00

0 90

1 00

1 75

1 00

0 40-6 00

1 10

0 75-185

0 75

0 60

1 00

1 00

1 00

1 00-1 50

o 90-1 10

1 20

1 50-2 50

1 20

1 50-2 50



Leather.

Cloth.

OUR MONTHLY DEVOTIONS. By RIGHT
Rev. MGR. A. A. LINGs. 16mo. 1 25 2 00

PEARLS OF PRAYER. Measures only
### inches. 0 45 0 60–2

POCKET COMPANION. Oblong 48mo. 0 10 0 25–1

PRACTICAL CATHOLIC, THE FATHER

PALAU. Oblong 24mo. 0 60 1 00–1

PRáčićAi£Hö'é,THE, India Paper
edition with illustrations. Oblong 24mo. 1 25-3

SERAPHIC GUIDE, . 24mo. 0 60 0 75

VEST POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION.

Oblong 32mo. 0 20 0 35-3

VEST POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION.

With Epistles and Gospels. Oblong 32mo. 0 25 0 50–4

VISITS TO THE MOST HOLY SACRA

MENTAND TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN

MARY. By ST. ALPHoNsus LIGUoRI.

32mo. 0 85 0 75-1

PRAYER-BOOKS WITH LARGE TYPE

KEY OF HEAVEN. Epistles, Gospels. 24mo. 045 0 90–3

KEY OF HEAVEN. Epistles, Gospels. 32mo. 0 30 0 65–1

POCKET MANUAL. ##"# Ob. 32mo. 0 25 0 50–1

WAY TO HEAVEN, THE. 82mo. 0 35 0 75-1

FOR CHILDREN AND FIRST COMMUNICANTS

BOYS" AND GIRLS’ MISSION-BOOK.

arge 48mo: - -

BREAD OF ANGELS. Especially Suited

for First Communicants. By Rev. B.

HAMMER. Q.F.M. Large 48mo. . 0 25 0 65-4

CHILD OF MARY, THE. Especially for

the Use of First Communicants. 32mo. 0 45 0 95–2

CHILDREN'S PRAYER-BOOK, THE. By

REv. P. J. SLoAN. Small 32mo. 0 20 0 60

CHILD’S PRAYER-BOOK, THE. 48mo. 0 15 0 40–0

DEVOUT CHILD, THE. With 18 full-page 0 10

illustrations of the Mass. 48mo.

FIRST COMMUNICANT'S MANUAL.

Small 32mo. 0 35 0 65-2

FIRST COMMUNION PRAYER-POOK FOR

SMALL CHILDREN. By REv. P. J.

SLOAN. Small 32mo. 0 20 0 50

LITTLE ALTAR BOY'S MANUAL. 0 25 0 60

LITTLE FIRST COMMUNICANT, THE.

By REv. B. HAMMER, O.F.M. Small 32mo. 0 25 0 65

PIQUS CHILD, . THE. With 18 full-page
illustrations of the Mass. 48mo. 0 12 0 45

SHORT PRAYERS FOR YOUNG CATH.

QLICS. With Epistles and Gospels. 48mo. 0 20 0 45–1

SODALIST'S VADE MECUM, THE. 32mo. 0 40 0 65

•, A. copy of “Catholic Books in English”, now in print

0 35 0 75

Gilt.

25

00

60

00

00

50

50

90

50

95

in

America and Europe will be sent on receipt of 50 cents. Bound
in cloth, it contains over 5,000 titles and over 300 illustrations

of authors.

o/JE
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